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OK,   THE 


ADVENTURES  OF  A  WESTMINSTER  BOY. 


CHAPTER    L 

'  Have  you  been  to  Ealing,  sir?     Heigh,  sir!     Ho,  sir! 
Have  you  been  to  Ealing,  sir — Ho  ? 
Oh,  yes,  I  have  been,  sir, 
Great  feats  I  have  seen,  sir, 
With  flint  and  percussion  blow  1 
"  How  style  you  that  sporting  band  ?  Heigh,  sir  !  Ho,  sir  ! 
How  style  you  that  sporting  band — Ho  ? 
If  fame  be  no  liar, 
These  men  of  quick  fire 
By  name  of  the  Old  Hats  Club  go." 

SONG  sung  at  the  Anniversary  Meeting  of  the 
Old  Hats  Club. 
A   Morning   at  the   "Old   Hats" — Extraordinary   Pigeon 
Matches — An  eccentric  Baronet — Private  Theatricals — • 
Memoirs  of  the  Tourville  family. 

Agreeably  to  the  appointment  made  at 
the  Red  House,  the  Squire  drove  up  to 
Mrs.     Packharness's    door     punctually    at 

VOL.  II.  B 
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twelve  o'clock  on  the  Thursday   after  the 
pigeon-match    at    Battersea,    and    having 
sent  in  his  card  to  Dr.    Dodd,   easily  ob- 
tained permission   for  Kirkonnel   and  my- 
self to   pass  the  day  with   him,  so    as   to 
return  the  following  morning  before  school 
hours.       Having  doffed  our  Dean's    Yard 
gear,    and  decked  ourselves  out  in   sport- 
ing  attire,  we  mounted  the  well-appointed 
phaeton,    and   bowled    away    at    the   rate 
of  ten  miles    an    hour   to  the    Old   Hats, 
on   the    Uxbridge   road.      Here   we  found 
a  large  assemblage    of  real  thorough-bred 
sportsmen     congregated      to    witness    the 
match    for    100   guineas,   at    thirty  yards, 
with    five     traps     of    twelve    birds   each, 
between  our  new  acquaintance,  and  a  cele- 
brated shot  of  that  day ;  after  some  excellent 
shooting  upon  both  sides,  the  former  was 
declared  the  winner,  having  killed  eleven 
out  of  twelve.      A  sweepstakes  was  then 
proposed  and  made,    in    which   Kirkonnel 
and    myself  took  part ;    but,  although  we 
received   six  dead  birds  each  in   advance, 
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we  found  we  could  not  compete  with  the 
gunners  of  the  Old  Hats  Club  ;  the  Squire 
was  again  successful,  having  killed  nine 
double  shots  out  of  ten,  and  the  first  bird 
out  of  the  eleventh,  making  nineteen  birds 
out  of  twenty. 

"  Bravo,"  said  a  young  man,  addressing 
the  winner  of  the  sweepstakes,  "  I  congra- 
tulate you.  I'll  bet  a  hundred  to  ten  no 
one  beats  your  performance." 

"  Thank  you,  Sir  Thomas,"  responded  the 
other.  "  I  too  must  congratulate  you  on 
your  episcopal  prowess  yesterday.  Has 
rumour  exaggerated  the  feat  ?  " 

"  I  believe  not,"  responded  the  Baronet. 
"  I  was  walking  down  St.  James's  Street  with 

S and  the  Bishop  of was  ahead  of 

us.  '  I'll  bet  you  five  guineas  that  I  leap 
over  his  Lordship,  wig,  shovel-hat,  and  all ! ' 
1  exclaimed.  '  Done  ! '  said  the  gallant 
Guardsman.  No  sooner  said  than  accom- 
plished, for,  taking  a  small  run,  I  topped 
the  prelate,  to  whom  I  respectfully  apolo- 
gized  for    the    liberty    1    had  taken,    and 
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pocketed  my  wager  in  as  small  a  space  of 
time  as  I  have  occupied  in  narrating  the 
circumstance." 

The  hero  of  this  extraordinary  leap  was 
an  eccentric  individual,  as  may  be  gathered 
from  the  above  and  other  feats. 

Upon  one  occasion,  on  coming  up  to  town 
to  attend  a  levee,  when  "  George  the  Third 
was  king,"  Sir  Thomas  came  part  of  the 
journey  in  a  butcher's  cart,  and,  having 
quarrelled  with  the  knight  of  the  cleaver, 
the  affair  ended  in  a  personal  contest,  in 
which  the  Baronet  was  victorious.  Upon 
making  his  bow,  and  being  asked  by 
the  Monarch  when  he  came  to  town,  Sir 
Thomas  replied,  "  Only  three  days  ago, 
your  Majesty,"  adding,  in  a  confidential 
tone,  ayou  heard  that  I  licked  the  butcher." 
This  uncourtly  remark  shocked  the  delicate 
ears  of  the  lords  and  officers  in  waiting, 
but  delighted  the  kind-hearted  Sovereign, 
who  burst  out  into  a  loud  laugh  at  the  quiet 
manner  in  which  the  subject  had  described 
his  fistic  encounter. 
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To  return  to  the  Old  Hats.  At  five 
o'clock,  the  members  of  the  club  and  their 
friends  sat  down  to  dinner,  the  Squire  in 
the  chair,  supported  by  Kirkonnel  and  my- 
self on  his  right  and  left  hand.  The  repast 
was  excellent,  and  the  wines  were  of  the 
first  quality.  After  drinking  the  healths  of 
the  President,  members  of  the  Club,  the  win- 
ners of  the  match  and  sweepstakes,  the 
losers,  the  strangers  (for  which  honour 
Kirkonnel  returned  thanks  in  what  the 
newspapers  term  "a  neat  and  appropriate"), 
we  drank  success  to  the  trigger,  and  broke 
up  for  the  evening. 

"Now,  young  ones,  what's  to  be  done  ?" 
asked  our  host.  "  Astley's,  the  little 
theatre  in  the  Haymarket,  Circus,  Sad- 
ler's Wells,  are  all  open — say,  which  shall 
it  be  ?  " 

We  decided  upon  the  latter,  the  attrac- 
tion being  a  comic  pantomime,  with  Joe 
<jrimaldi  as  clown,  and  one  of  those  ad- 
mirably  got  up  melo-dramas   with    "  real 
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Avater,"  for  which  this  theatre  was  then  so 
celebrated. 

An  event  occurred  during  the  period  I 
was  under  Mrs.  Packharness's  roof,  which 
must  be  recorded,  as  the  result  might  have 
been  attended  with  the  most  momentous 
consequences  to  my  after  life,  in  converting 
the  happy  bachelor,  Percy  Hamilton,  into 
Benedick,  the  married  man. 

Among  our  associates  at  Westminster- 
was  a  most  gentlemanlike  youth,  whose  re- 
puted father,  a  Frenchman,  held  a  high 
situation  in  the  ballet  department  of  the 
Opera  House.  The  son  had  followed  in  his 
father's  steps — we  mean  no  pun — and  had 
already  made  a  favourable  debut  in  a  piece 
of  dumb  show  at  the  Pantheon  Theatre, 
since  converted  into  the  bazaar  of  that  name. 
Billy  Sanders  had  introduced  young  Tour- 
ville  to  us,  and,  as  both  Kirkonnel  and  my- 
self were  devoted  to  theatricals,  the  ac- 
quaintance soon  ripened  into  one  of  the  most 
friendly  nature.     At  this  period,  amateur 
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performances  were  very  much  the  rage,  and, 
having  accompanied  Frank  Alderson  to  a 
representation  of  Henry  the  Fourth,  in  a 
private   theatre    in  the  neighbourhood   of 
Gray's  Inn  Lane,  Kirkonnel  and  myself  got 
so  bit  with  the  mania  that  we  determined 
to  study  sundry  scenes  out  of  different  plays, 
so  as  to  be  prepared,  in   case  a  favourable 
opportunity    should    occur,    of  giving  the 
public  "a  taste  of  our  quality."     In  this 
scheme,  we  were  ably  supported  by  a  young 
nobleman — alas  !  now  no  more — and  who 
in  after  life  showed  histrionic  powers  of  no 
mean  order,  as  those  who  witnessed  his  per- 
formances   in  the   garrison    theatricals    at 
Quebec,   Halifax,    and    Corfu,    could    bear 
testimony  to. 

During  our  stay  at  Westminster,  I  have 
omitted  to  say  that  every  Saturday,  Kirkon- 
nel and  myself  went  home  for  masters,  one 
to  teach   us  the  polite  accomplishments  of 

ilking,  bowing,  and  dancing,  and  the  other 
to    instruct  us  in  elocution,  and  to  these 

sons  we  easily   prevailed    upon   Francis 
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Lorimer,the  nobleman  to  whom  I  have  above 
alluded,  to  accompany  us.  Great  was  the  sur- 
prise of  Mr.  Siinson,  the  oratorical  master, 
when,  instead  of  passing  our  hour  in  an  idle 
manner,  we  requested  him  to  select  passages 
from  Shakspeare  and  other  dramatic  writers 
that  would  suit  the  powers  of  the  stage- 
stricken  trio.  This  was  accordingly  done 
and  in  a  few  weeks  we  were,  to  use  a  green- 
room phrase,  "  letter-perfect "  in  the  best 
scenes  of  Julius  Cresar,  Othello,  and  Douglas. 

After  a  certain  time,  we  had,  under  the 
superintendence  of  Charles  Tourville,  and 
with  the  able  assistance  of  the  housekeeper 
at  home,  converted  sundry  sheets  into 
Roman  togas,  and  cricket  shoes  into  sandals ; 
these,  with  the  addition  of  some  yards  of 
tartan,  a  second-hand  tunic,  a  Moorish 
jacket,  bought  in  Monmouth-street,  and  a 
few  stage  swords,  belts,  shields,  and  gold- 
foil,  soon  completed  a  most  respectable 
wardrobe  for  the  characters  we  were  up  in. 

"  You  must  take  a  part,  Tourville,  during 
the  holidays,"  said  I  one  day  to  the  good- 
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humoured  foreigner,  as  he  called  in  Dean"* 
Yard  to  offer  us  tickets  for  the  Pan- 
theon. 

"  If  you  will  get  up  a  ballet  of  action,  a 
comic  or  serious  pantomime,  I  shall  be  de- 
lighted," he  replied,  "but  in  tragedy  my  ac- 
cent would  only  produce  a  laugh." 

"  A  ballet,  or  pantomime !  Capital !  "  we 
all  exclaimed.     "  Which  shall  it  be?" 

While  talking  over  the  pros  and  the  cons 
of  this  important  subject,  the  cry  of  "  Cary 
going  in !"  put  an  end  to  our  conversation, 
and  we  agreed  to  meet  our  new  ally,  after 
five,  at  Bridgeman's,  the  pastrycook's,  Mill- 
bank,  there  to  discuss  some  ices  and  the 
question  of  the  ballet  or  pantomimic  per- 
formance. 

As  soon  as  school  was  over,  off  we  ran 
towards  the  spot  now  occupied  by  Vaux- 
hall  Bridge  toll-house,  where,  in  those  days, 
we  were  wont  to  bathe,  and  near  which  was 
established  what  the  Etonians  call  an  ex- 
cellent "  sock-shop."  Before  we  turned  into 
Millbank,  it  occurred  to  both  Kirkonnel  and 
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myself  that,  as  we  owed  the  worthy  pur- 
veyor of  ices,  sponge  cakes,  penny  tartlets, 
and  calves-feet  jellies  no  inconsiderable 
sum,  it  might  be  difficult  to  get  credit  for 
further  supplies,  and  as  Tourville  was  to 
be  our  guest  the  perplexity  was  increased. 

"Would  Ginger  lend  us  five  shillings?" 
asked  Frank. 

"  1  fear  not,"  responded  Kirkonnel. 

"  What  say  you  to  trying  Mascall  ?  I  owe 
him  two  pounds  for  gloves  on  my  own  ac- 
count," said  I.  "  '  In  for  a  penny,  in  for  a 
pound.'  I'll  ask  him  for  the  loan  of  half  a 
guinea." 

We  entered  the  emporium  of  gloves,  gai- 
ters, garters,  and  braces,  and  found  the  wor- 
thy proprietor  seated  behind  his  counter. 

"  What  can  I  have  the  pleasure  of  show- 
ing you,  young  gentlemen,"  said  he,  rising 
as  we  entered. 

"  Why — Mascall  — we —  I  — want — could 
you — "  stammered  I,  "oblige — me — with 
the  loan  of  half  a  guinea?" 

"  Sorry  to  refuse  you,  but — " 
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"  No  buts,  Mascall,"  responded  Kirkonnel. 
"  Why,  Percy  Hamilton  is  a  cornet  in  His 
Majesty's  service." 

A  bright  idea  flashed  across  my  mind,  and 
I  continued — 

"  Of  course,  Mascall,  I  will  give  you  a 
check  on  my  agent  for  that  and  the  two 
pounds  I  am  indebted  to  you  on  my  private 
account ;  the  other  you'll  send  home  at  the 
holidays,  and,  if  you  will  advance  twenty 
shillings,  I'll  write  you  an  order  for  three 
pounds." 

The  worthy  hosier  could  not  well  refuse 
this  fair  offer,  and  presenting  me  with  a 
piece  of  paper,  I  authorized  Messrs.  Green- 
wood and  Cox  to  transfer  the  above  men- 
tioned sum  from  their  well-filled  coffers  to 
the  humble  till  of  the  Westminster  boys' 
haberdasher. 

With  this  large  increase  of  funds,  for  all 
we  could  have  previously  scraped  together 
was  one  shilling  and  fourpence,  we  ran  off 
to  Bridgeman's,  where  we  found  Charles 
Tourville  waiting  for  us.      The  bold  man- 
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ner  and  the  imperative  tone  with  which  we 
walked  into  the  small  room  devoted  to  ices, 
and  ordered  four  strawberry-creams  and 
some  sponge-cakes,  so  different  from  the 
humble  way  we  usually  crept  into  the  shop, 
to  ask,  in  a  subdued  voice,  if  they  would 
"  tick  an  ice,"  at  once  showed  that  we  were 
flush  of  money,  and  the  order  was  instantly 
obeyed. 

"  I  have  spoken  to  my  father,"  said  Tour- 
ville,  "  and  if  you  like  to  get  up  a  play  at 
his  house,  he  will  be  delighted  to  lend  you 
his  dancing  room ;  it  is  now  partly  fitted  up 
as  a  theatre,  and  he  will  complete  it  in  a  few 
days." 

We  expressed  our  acknowledgments,  and 
then  proceeded  to  talk  over  the  proposed 
performance,  when  it  was  finally  arranged 
that  each  of  us  should  cast  and  select  a  few 
scenes,  by  which  arrangement  neither  of  the 
three  stars,  as  we  then  considered  ourselves, 
should  be  in  the  ascendant.  Lorimer  pro- 
posed scenes  from  Julius  Caesar,  Kirkonnel 
clung  to  Othello,  and  I  to  ''Home,  sweet 
Home's"  tragedy  of  Douglas. 
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"And  now  for  the  after-piece,"  said  I,  at 
the  same  time  ordering  four  glasses  of  bran- 
dy cherries. 

While  discussing  this  topic,  Kirkonnel's 
attention  was  attracted  by  a  play-bill  of  the 
Royal  Circus,  which  announced  among 
other  entertainments,  for  the  benefit  of  the 
clown  of  that  establishment,  the  principal 
scenes  from  the  celebrated  pantomime  of 
Mother  Goose. 

"  What  say  you  to  Mother  Goose?" 

"  Capital ! "  we  all  responded. 

"  Percy  shall  be  '  Squire  Bugle'  (after- 
wards Clown,  with  the  song  of  'Tippeti- 
witchet'),  Frank  '  Avaro'  (afterwards  Pan- 
taloon), I,"  continued  Kirkonnel,  "'Colin' 
(afterwards  Harlequin),  and  Tourville  shall 
double  'Mother  Goose,'  in  the  opening,  and 
the  cabin-boy,  with  a  naval  hornpipe  instead 
of  the  song." 

"But  who  is  to  be  Columbine?"  asked 
Frank.  "A  pantomime  without  a  Colum- 
bine would  be  a  dead  failure." 

"  I  think,"  said  Tourville,    "  one    of  my 
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father's  pupils  would  take  the  part ;  at  all 
events,  I  will  speak  to  him  upon  the  subject. 
But,  perhaps,  before  you  go  home,  you 
would  like  to  see  the  theatre." 

To  this  we  agreed  nem.  con.  I  then  pro- 
ceeded to  pay  the  amount  of  the  day's 
"  tuck,"  and  ten  shillings  on  account  of 
my  former  "  tick,"  when  Tourville  ap- 
proached, and  insisted  upon  settling  for  his 
share.  In  vain,  we  told  him  he  was  our 
guest — that  it  was  upon  our  business  that 
he  had  attended ;  but  no  pleading,  no  ar- 
gument, would  induce  him,  although  in 
humble  means,  to  sacrifice  in  the  slightest 
degree  his  independence. 

We  then  ran  off  to  the  residence  of  Mon- 
sieur Achille  Gardel  Tourville,  Professor  de 
Danse,  in  Queen's  Square,  Westminster,  and 
were  immediately  introduced  to  that  worthy 
personage  and  his  sposa.  Achille,  who  had 
gained  some  reputation  in  early  life  as  a 
principal  dancer  at  the  Parisian  Opera 
House,  was  now  in  his  sixtieth  year ;  he 
still,  however,   retained  a  good  figure,  and, 
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thanks  to  a  black  curly  wig  and  an  elaborate 
toilet,  a  tolerably  juvenile  appearance. 
Madame  Tourville,  who  was  a  stately-look- 
ing dame,  showed  the  remains  of  beauty, 
although  time,  rouge,  and  white  paint  had 
deprived  her  of  her  former  charms.  Her 
mother,  Madame  Mercier,  had,  upon  the 
death  of  her  husband,  established  herself 
as  the  hostess  of  a  pension  bourgeoise  in 
the  French  capital,  and  had  carried  on  a 
thriving  business. 

The  table  d'hote  over  which  the  widow 
so  gracefully  presided,  was  the  receptacle 
for  artists,  claqueurs,  litterateurs  (who  oc- 
casionally descended  to  the  accident  and 
penny-a-line  business),  and  other  hangers- 
on  of  the  theatres ;  the  dinners  were  as 
good  as  the  price  (fifty  sous  per  head) 
could  command  ;  but  the  principal  attraction 
at  Madame  Mercier's  was  her  young  and 
blooming  daughter,  Clarisse.  Struck  with 
her  Hebe-looking  appearance  and  faultless 
figure,  Achille  Tourville,  whose  heart -was 
as  vulnerable  as  the  heel  of  his  great  name- 
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sake,  and  who  was  an  habitue  at  the  pen- 
sion, proposed  and  was  accepted.  In  less 
than  a  month,  Madame  Mercier,  after  in- 
dulging largely  in  her  favourite  dish, 
stewed  mushrooms,  was  attacked  with  a 
fit  of  apoplexy,  and  carried  suddenly  off. 
Tourville  and  his  bride  now  took  advan- 
tage of  the  peace  that  existed  between 
England  and  France,  and,  having  disposed 
of  the  mother's  establishment,  that  had 
been  bequeathed  to  them,  quitted  the  city 
of  frivolities  (as  Paris  has  aptly  been 
termed)  for  the  more  sombre  metropolis — 
London. 

As,  at  the  period  we  write  of,  foreign 
artists  were  less  numerous  in  our  country 
than  they  are  at  the  present  day,  and  as 
Monsieur  Tourville  had  brought  over  with 
him  many  letters  of  introduction,  the 
light-heeled  Achille  found  little  difficulty  in 
getting  an  engagement  at  our  Opera  House. 
After  retaining  his  position  for  some  years 
as  premier  danseur,  from  Paris,  a  distin- 
guished title    at    that  time,     he    dwindled 
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down  to  ballet,  and  finally  to  that  of  dancing- 
master.  In  the  meantime,  Madame  Tour- 
ville  had  made  her  debut  as  principal  walk- 
ing lady,  and  her  handsome  face  and  fine 
figure  soon  established  her  as  the  stock 
Juno,  Minerva,  Calypso,  Orithya,  and 
Eurydice,  of  every  mythological  ballet,  and 
the  representative  of  the  stately  dames, 
queens,  empresses,  princesses,  duchesses, 
countesses,  of  more  modern  pageants. 
And  here,  as  the  novelists  say,  we  wish 
we  could  throw  a  veil  of  oblivion  over  the 
conduct  of  the  fair  Clarisse,  for  while  it  is 
a  grateful  theme  to  speak  of  woman  in 
her  purity,  it  is  lamentable  to  think  of 
her  as  the  blighted  flower  on  the  path  of 
innocence.  But  avaunt  with  sentiment 
and  false  delicacy ;  the  sad  truth  must  be 
spoken.  In  an  evil  hour,  la  belle  Clarisse 
listened  to  the  passionate  addresses  of  a 
young  and  gallant  nobleman,  and  eloped 
with  him. 

Great  was  the  consternation  behind  the 
scenes,    upon    the  night  the  escapade  was 
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made  known.  Achille  denounced  vengeance 
on  the  seducer  of  his  wife ;  the  ladies  of 
the  corps  de  ballet  were  loud  in  their 
lamentations  at  the  fall  of  the  frail  one. 
The  figurantes  were  furious  at  their  "  erring 
sister's  shame ;  '  the  coryphees  were  clamor- 
ous in  their  censure  of  one  whom  "  they 
always  had  thought  to  be  no  better  than 
she  should  be  ;  "  the  dressers  declared  that 
"  they  never  seed  no  good  come  of  them  there 
foreigneering  ladies."  The  carpenters  said 
"  it  was  all  along  with  letting  the  nobs  upon 
the  stage  ;"  the  scene- shifters  emphatically 
exclaimed  that  "the  conduct  of  the  noble 
Lord  was  onhandsome,  as  he  had  never  even 
so  much  as  paid  his  footing ; "  and  that 
humble,  yet  useful  individual  who,  with 
water-pot  in  hand,  had  from  time  imme- 
morial sprinkled  the  boards  to  lay  the  dust, 
and  saved  the  light-footed  damsels  from 
many  a  slip,  now  mourned  the  faux  pas  that 
had  befallen  the  wife  of  the  ballet-master. 

This  ten  days'  wonder  in  due  time  ceased 
to  occupy  the  attention  of  the  public,  both 
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before  and  behind  the  curtain,  and,  ere  the 
next  operatic  season  had  commenced, 
Madame  Tourville,  through  the  instrumen- 
tality of  some  friends,  had  been  restored  to 
her  relenting  husband's  roof.  Rumour 
assigned  more  weighty  reasons  for  this  con- 
duct than  a  mere  amiable  weakness  on  the 
part  of  the  tender-hearted  Achille ;  and, 
among  other  insinuations,  it  was  hinted  that 
a  settlement  of  one  hundred  a  year  upon  the 
mother,  and  the  same  sum  during  the  life 
of  the  young  stranger  (that  had  been  born 
to  this  modern  Mrs.  Haller),  accounted  for 
the  forgiving  disposition  of  the  aggrieved 
Mattre*  de  Ballet.  Charles,  for  so  this  off- 
shoot was  named,  after  his  real  father, 
showed  by  his  high-minded  bearing  that 
some  noble  blood  still  flowed  in  his  veins, 
however  much  the  stream  might  have  been 
polluted  by  its  confluence  with  other  and 
less  pure  sources. 

At  an  early  age,  the  youth  was  sent  to 
Westminster  School,  as  a  home-boarder ; 
through  which  circurnstancehe  unfortunately 
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passed  the  best  portion  of  his  time  with  his 
reputed  parent,  and  imbibed  those  contracted 
notions  of  high  life  which  induced  him  to 
make  the  stage,  in  its  least  classical  form, 
his  profession.  In  the  army  or  navy  of  his 
country,  Charles  Tourville  might  have  es- 
tablished a  name  and  reputation  for  himself; 
as  it  was,  he  was  associated  with  a  class, 
who,  bright  and  numerous  as  have  been  the 
exceptions,  do  not  hold  that  position  in 
society  to  which  their  talents  would  entitle 
them. 

Such  was  a  brief  history  of  the  family 
that  Kirkonnel,  Frank,  and  myself,  were 
introduced  to  on  the  afternoon  of  the  day 
in  which  we  had  settled  our  private  the- 
atricals. 
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CHAPTER   II. 

"  Talents  should  never  lie  idle,  they  say  ; 
Best  of  all  madrigals,  private  theatricals, 
All  that  we  want  is  to  settle  the  play." 

James  Smith. 

Amateur  performance — Love  at  first  sight — "  We  met — we 
gazed — I  saw  and  sighed — She  did  not  speak,  and  yet 
replied" — A  lecture  from  the  Head  Master. 

Kirkonnel,  Frank  Lorimer,  and  myself 
were  seated  in  the  parlour  of  a  tolerable- 
sized  house  in  Queen's-square,  Westminster. 
There  was  an  air  of  tawdry  finery  and 
vulgarity,  both  about  the  apartment  and 
its  owners,  that  caused  us  to  start  as  Charles 
Tourville  presented  us  to  his  parents. 

When  the  surly  pedant,  Doctor  Johnson, 
denounced  the  letters  of  the  eloquent,  witty, 
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lady-killing,  polite  Philip  Dormer,  fourth 
Earl  of  Chesterfield,  to  his  son,  as  "inculca- 
ting the  morals  of  a  strumpet,  with  the 
manners  of  a  dancing  master,"  he  might 
have  had  a  prophetic  vision  in  his  mind's 
eye  of  the  flaunting  lady  and  complaisant 
husband  that,  upon  the  occasion  I  allude  to, 
rose  to  receive  us.  The  blood  mantled  in 
poor  Charles's  cheeks  as  he  witnessed  the 
effect  his  own  mother  and  presumed  father 
had  produced  upon  us;  and  we  were  cut  to 
the  heart  at  having  thus  unintentionally 
wounded  the  feelings  of  so  high-minded 
and  generous  a  son. 

"Pray  be  seated,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
Maitre  de  Ballet,  placing  himself  in  the  first 
position,  and,  in  the  most  pantomimic  man- 
ner, suiting  the  action  to  every  word  he 
uttered  ;  skipping  across  the  room  with  that 
running  step  and  shuffle  so  peculiar  to 
dancers,  he  brought  chairs,  which,  with  a 
motion  of  the  hand,  he  called  upon  us  to 
occupy. 
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"  A  glass  of  wine,  young  gentlemen  ? 
Clarisse,  the  keys  ! " 

In  the  most  bland,  yet  dignified  manner, 
the  former  representative  of  Juno  rose  from 
her  seat,  and,  after  apologizing  to  us  for  her 
apparent  inhospitality,  cast  a  look  at  the 
corner  cupboard,  and  making  one  of  those 
matrimonial  free-masonry  signs  to  her 
husband  (so  well  understood  by  man  and 
wife),  left  the  room,  followed  by  him. 

Although  we  have  given  the  conversation 
of  the  host  in  our  native  English  tongue, 
our  readers,  to  understand  the  spirit  of 
the  Frenchman's  speech,  as  also  that  of 
his  sposa,  must  fill  them  up  with  sundry 
ejaculations  of  Parbleu  !  Hein  !  Ma  foi  ! 
Ventre  bleu !  Diable !  and  others,  profane 
and  irreverent,  with  which  they  interlarded 
every  remark. 

Charles   was   now  called  out  of  the  room 
by   an    over-dressed    dirty-looking  servant 
maid,  to  assist  in  some  family  conference,  and, 
as  the  door  was  left  ajar,  and  the  voice  of 
Madame   Tourville  was  raised  whilst  indul- 
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ging  in  her  own  vernacular  language,  the 
quick  ears  of  Kirkonnel  could  not  help 
catching  every  word  that  fell  from  her,  and 
which  he  as  immediately  translated  to  us 
in  the  following  short-hand  style — 

"  Grand  row — wine  all  drank — key  lost 
— Sarah  to  go  round  the  corner  to  the 
Hoop  and  Grapes  for  a  bottle  of  draught 
sherry,  and  sixpennyworth  of  cakes — in- 
quiries as  to  our  finances  and  prospects, 
which  being  pronounced  good,  satisfy  the 
belligerent  parties." 

While  this  conversation  was  being  car- 
ried  on  outside  the  parlour,  we  had  time  to 
take  a  sketch  of  the  interior.  The  walls  of 
the  room  were  painted  in  a  most  gaudy 
theatrical  style  in  different  compartments, 
containing  scenes  from  various  ballets;  the 
showy  window- curtains  had  once  graced  the 
dining-room  of  the  pension  bourgeoise  at 
Paris,  but  were  now  so  faded  and  covered 
with  fly-marks  and  besmeared  with  "  blacks," 
that  they  no  longer  retained  their  former 
splendour;  the  wooden  mantelpiece  was  co- 
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vered  with  tarnished  cotton  velvet,  studded 
with  brass  nails,  and  upon  it  were  some 
small  specimens  of  china  and  glass,  in  the 
forms  of  pots  and  bottles,  all  of  which,  upon 
close  inspection,  shewed  that  they  once  had 
held  pomatum,  rouge,  pearl-powder,  perfume, 
and  Eau  de  Cologne.  A  bright-red  drugget 
partly  concealed  a  torn  and  tattered  French 
carpet,  the  colours  of  which  were  not  (as 
the  advertisements  say)  "  warranted  to  last;" 
an  elaborately-decorated  wooden  chandelier, 
in  the  (theatrical)  style  of  Louis  XIV., 
hung  from  the  ceiling;  and  a  huge  arm- 
chair, bedizened  with  cherry-coloured  silk 
and  gold-lace,  was  placed  before  the  fire- 
place. Upon  it,  during  its  mistress'  absence, 
reclined  a  fat  asthmatic  dog  of  the  "  pug  " 
breed,  called  u  Bijou,"  and  at  its  feet  reposed 
a  tortoiseshell  tabby,  (with  a  blue  morocco 
leather  collar  mounted  in  silver),  that  bore 
the  euphonious  name  of  "  Euphrosyne." 

Under  a  glass  shade  appeared  two  wreaths 
of  artificial  flowers,  which  had  been  thrown 
upon  the  stage  by  the  hands  of  royalty  dur- 
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ing  the  early  triumphs  of  Achille  and  Cla- 
risse  in  the  successful  ballet  of  Telemache. 
Two  portraits  of  the  host  and  hostess,  highly 
varnished  and  coloured,  occupied  the  spaces 
upon  each  side  of  the  fire-place,  while  over 
the  mantel-piece  was   suspended  a  mirror, 
the  glass  of  which  had  lost  its  lustre,  and  the 
frame  its  brightness :  four  or  five  painted 
chairs,  and  a  round  table,  covered  with  a 
dirty  drab  cloth,  completed  the  furniture  of 
the  room,   with    the   exception   of  a  huge 
gilded  cage  (evidently  a  stage  property),  in 
which  a  parrot  screamed,  whistled,  and   re- 
peated every   sort  of  French  and   English 
jocosity  which  had  been  taught  him  by  the 
Maitre   de  Ballet   and    the  servant     maid. 
"  Sabre  de  bois,  pistolet  du  paille"  said  the 
talking  bird ;  and,  as  the  door  opened,  and 
Monsieur  and  Madame   Tourville  entered, 
followed  by  Sarah  with  a  tray,  by  an  instinct 
scarcely  to  be  believed  the  plumed  chatterer 
uttered — "  Oh  •  Le  vieux  gredin  !      Oh  •  la 
vieille  coquine  /"  for  which  slips  of  the  tongue 
poor  Poll  was  mulcted  of  her  sugar  for  the 
day. 
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The  tray  was  now  placed  upon  the  table, 
and  the  sherry,  fresh  from  the  wood,  after 
a  panegyric  from  our  Amphitryon  upon 
its  oldness  and  pureness,  and  the  length  of 
time  it  had  been  in  his  cellar,  was  handed 
round.  Charles  now  made  his  appearance, 
and  it  was  evident  from  the  courteous  and 
respectful  manner  in  which  his  parents  ad- 
dressed us,  that  our  position  and  station 
had,  upon  being  properly  explained,  pro- 
duced a  great  sensation  upon  their  minds. 

The  object  of  our  interview  was  now 
entered  upon;  and,  after  a  time,  we  were 
conducted  into  a  large  room  on  the  second 
floor,  which  had  been  converted  into  a  tem- 
porary theatre,  and  here  the  man  of  pirou- 
ettes and  entrechats  taught  his  young  dra- 
matic pupils  all  the  intricacies  of  the  ballet 
department,  occasionally  before  audiences 
to  give  them  confidence;  and  here,  twice  a 
week,  the  proscenium  and  scenery  being 
removed,  Monsieur  Achille  Tourville  in- 
structed a  private  class  in  all  the  dignified 
movements  of  the  minuet,  the  less  graceful 
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motions  of  the  English  country  dance,  and 
the  spirited  evolutions  of  the  hornpipe,  those 
being  the  fashionable  dances  for  the  youths 
of  that  day;  the  waltz,  quadrille,  Mazurka, 
and  polka,  not  having  then  been  imported 
into  our  country. 

"  Vive  la  gaiete  /"  exclaimed  the  merry- 
hearted  Gaul,  after  we  had  suggested  our 
private  performance.  "  I  love  to  encourage 
it  in  any  country;  and  at  any  time  my 
theatre  is  at  your  service.  I  can  furnish 
some  costumes,  and  a  few  private  and  pro- 
fessional friends  would  form  an  audience. 
Command  my  services." 

We  thanked  the  complaisant  foreigner 
and  his  sposa,  and  took  our  leave,  promising 
to  communicate  through  Charles  the  night 
upon  which  we  should  put  his  kindness  to 
the  test. 

For  the  next  fortnight,  we  could  think  of 
nothing  but  the  play,  which  we  rehearsed 
morning,  noon,  and  night.  The  scenes 
from  the  pantomime  were  more  difficult,  as 
we  could  only  go  through  them  during  the 
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period  we  were  locked  up  in  our  dame's 
house.  Still  we  managed  to  "  progress  "  as 
the  Yankees  say;  and,  in  due  course  of 
time,  Kirkonnel  had  accomplished  a  harle- 
quin's leap  through  the  face  of  a  clock,  Frank 
had  tumbled  and  been  knocked  about  as  the 
slippered  pantaloon,  and  I  could  turn  my 
eyes  and  feet  in,  open  my  mouth  from  ear 
to  ear,  put  out  my  tongue,  throw  a  summer- 
set, filch  legs  of  mutton  and  strings  of  sau- 
sages, exclaiming  "  Here's  your  fun !"  in 
the  most  clownish  and  grotesque  manner. 

We  had  now  arranged  with  Monsieur 
Tourville  for  two  grand  dress  rehear- 
sals, in  which  one  of  his  pupils,  Made- 
moiselle St.  Clair,  was  to  join  us  as  Colum- 
bine. The  first  went  off  extremely  well,  our 
stipulation  being  that  no  one  except  the 
Maitre  de  Ballet,  who,  with  his  "kit,"  was 
to  act  as  orchestra,  two  scene -shifters,  three 
of  our  own  acquaintances,  and  Mesdames 
Tourville  and  St.  Clair  were  to  attend.  So 
elated  were  we  with  our  success,  that  we 
authorized  bills  to  be  printed  for  private 
circulation,  announcing  a  performance,  con- 


30  PERCY    HAMILTON. 

sistins:  of  scones  from  the  tragedies  of 
"  Othello,"  "  Julius  Caesar,"  and  "  Douglas," 
to  conclude  with  a  selection  from  the  comic 
pantomime  of  "  Harlequin  and  Mother 
Goose,"  in  the  course  of  which  would  be 
introduced  the  song  of  "  Tippitiwichet"  by 
the  clown,  and  a  sailor's  hornpipe  by  the 
cabin-boy;  characters  in  both  pieces  by 
amateurs,  with  the  exception  of  that  of 
Columbine,  which  would  be  supported  by 
Mademoiselle  St.  Clair,  pupil  of  Monsieur 
Achille  Gardel  Tourville,  of  the  Parisian  and 
English  Opera  Houses. 

The  evening  for  the  second  dress-re- 
hearsal arrived,  and  the  Tourvilles  and  our- 
selves had  issued  a  limited  number  of 
tickets  to  our  friends.  Six  o'clock  struck, 
and,  as  we  strutted  on  the  stage,  and  took 
a  peep  through  the  slit  in  the  green  cur- 
tain, great  was  our  consternation  to  find 
the  theatre  crowded  in  every  part,  each 
visitor  having  brought  an  acquaintance 
or  two,  who  happened  accidentally,  as 
they   asserted,    to   be  staying   with  them  ; 
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whereas  the  truth  was  that  a  report  had 
been  spread  abroad,  and  for  once  rumour 
was  right,  that  after  the  rehearsal  a  cham- 
pagne supper  would  be  given  by  the  ama- 
teurs, and  the  company  consoled  themselves 
with  the  idea  that  if  the  performances  were 
bad,  the  wind  up  of  the  evening's  entertain- 
ment at  least  would  be  good. 

We  now  screwed  our  courage  to  the 
"  sticking  place,"  and  having  decided  b)' 
lot  that  we  were  to  commence  with 
"  Douglas,"  after  one  of  Haydn's  sympho- 
nies had  been  performed  by  the  band,  which 
consisted  of  a  young  professional  lady  on  the 
pianoforte,  and  Achille  Tourville  on  his 
"  kit,"  the  curtain  drew  up,  and  discovered 
Kirkonnel  and  myself  as  Lord  Randolph  and 
Korval.  A  shout  of  approbation  welcomed 
us,  and,  if  I  did  not  deliver  the  hackneyed 
speech  of  the  birth,  parentage,  and  education 
of  the  shepherd  boy  in  a  manner  worthy  of 
Master  Betty,  the  rage  of  that  day,  I  can  at 
least  say  I  was  better  than  the  young  aspi 
rant  for  dramatic  fame,  who,  upon  attempting 
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the  part  in  a  country  theatre,  became  so 
overcome  with  fear  that  he  was  spell-bound 
and  tongue-tied,  and  thus  remained  until  the 
manager,  who  was  kilted  and  bonnetted  for 
some  other  character,  came  forward,  and 
leading  the  speechless  hero  to  the  footlights, 
spouted  forth — 

"  This  young  gentleman's  name  is  Norval ;    on  the  Gram- 
pian hills 
His  father  fed  his  flocks,  a  frugal  swain  ; 
Whose  constant  care  was  to  increase  his  store, 
And  keep  his  only  son,  this  young  gentleman,  at  home.'' 

We  now   came  to  the  quarrel   scene,  in 
which    Frank    Lorimer  appeared   as   Glen- 
alvon,    and    his    acting   elicited   rounds    of 
applause  ;  we  then   shortly  proceeded  to  the 
last  act,    where  the    "  blood    of    Douglas" 
flows  through  the  treachery  of  the  foe  to 
his    house,  and   my  death  was  hailed  with 
cheers — whether  from  the  fine  conception  I 
had    of  the  part,  or   the  delight  of  the  au- 
dience at  the  prospect  of  not  again   seeing 
me,  must  ever  remain  a  mystery,  except  in 
the   breasts  of  those  who    were  spectators 
upon  this  occasion. 

The  glare  of  the  footlights,  fortunately  for 
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us,  prevented  our  being  able  to  recognise 
any  one  in  front ;  but  two  small  proscenium 
boxes  were  open  to  our  view,  and  in  one  sat 
the  loveliest  creature  I  ever  beheld.  Except 
when  occupied  with  the  business  of  the  stage, 
my  eyes  were  rivetted  to  the  spot  my  fair 
incognita  occupied.  No  sooner  had  the  cur- 
tain dropped,  than  I  took  up  my  station  at 
the  opposite  wing,  and  gazed  at  the  beautiful 
stranger  until  evidently  I  had  attracted  not 
only  her  attention,  but  that  of  a  most  re- 
spectable-looking and  well-dressed  female 
who  sat  beside  her,  both  in  the  deepest 
mourning. 

"Who  is  that  young  girl  in  black?"  I 
eagerly  inquired  of  Charles  Tourville,  as  he 
approached  me,  equipped  for  the  cabin-boy. 

"  I  never  saw  her  before,"  he  responded  ; 
"but  if  you  are  anxious  to  know  I  can 
easily  ascertain." 

"Oh,  pray  do!"  I  replied.  And,  in  a 
moment,  the  good-humoured  youth  sought 
his  mother  to  find  out  all  particulars  re- 
specting the  ladies  in  black. 

c3 
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In  a  short  time,  my  messenger  of  love  re- 
turned, and  informed  me  that  the  younger 
one  was  Mademoiselle  Celine  Bellegarde, 
daughter  of  a  noble  house  in  France,  whose 
father's  property  had  been  confiscated  by 
the  Emperor,  and  that  the  elder  was  her 
maternal   aunt,  Madame  Mireval. 

"  My  mother  tells  me,"  continued  Charles, 
"  that  Madame  Mireval  moves  in  the  best 
circles  in  London,  and  that  her  niece  is 
about  to  become  one  of  my  father's  private 
pupils  ;  it  was  by  pure  accident  that  they 
happened  to  call  this  evening  with  the 
Countess  of  Glencairn,  to  ascertain  terms 
and  hours  that  would  suit.  Hearing  of  the 
performance,  they  requested  to  stay." 

Celine  had  heard  her  name  pronounced, 
and  a  slight  blush  overspread  her  cheek. 

"  I  must  be  introduced!"  I  exclaimed. 

At  this  moment,  Achille  approached,  and 
whispered  to  me  that  it  was  time  to  dress 
for  the  pantomime. 

When  I  thought  of  the  part  I  was  about 
to  take,  of  the  horror  of  the  fantastic  dress 
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I  was  to  wear,  of  the  monster  I  should  ap- 
pear with  a  white  powdered  face  marked, 
like  an  Ojibbeway  Indian,  with  vermilion 
spots — of  the  vulgarity  of  the  song  I  was  to 
introduce,  with  its  yawnings,  sneezings,  and 
reelings,  my  heart  revolted  within  me,  and  1 
almost  wished  Mother  Goose  and  myself  at 
the  bottom  of  the  fathomless  ocean. 

"  You'll  be  late !  "  exclaimed  Kirkonnel. 

"  We  must  not  keep  the  stage  waiting,'' 
said  Frank. 

"  You'll  take  some  time  to  get  '  Squire 
Bugle's  '  dress  over  the  clown's,"  remarked 
Achille  ;  while  Charles,  who  saw  my  state 
of  mind  and  the  perplexity  I  was  in,  kindly 
suggested  that  if  I  were  to  put  on  my  nether 
garments,  I  could,  by  throwing  his  father's 
cloak  over  me,  appear  for  a  few  moments  at 
the  conclusion  of  the  play. 

To  this  I  unwillingly  assented,  counting 
every  moment  an  age  while  away  from  the 
object  of  my  first  love. 

For  a  person  unaccustomed  to  encase 
himself  in   two  dresses,  the  difficulty  at  all 
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times  would  be  great;  but  when,  as  upon 
the  present  occasion,  1  was  impatient  to  the 
last  degree  to  get  back  to  my  fair  one,  the 
task  was  rendered  doubly  so;  my  party- 
coloured  stocking  appeared  too  small,  my 
huge  clown's  inexpressibles  to  have  shrunk, 
my  white  shoes  trimmed  with  red  to  pinch 
me,  and  when  over  these  I  was  to  draw 
"  Squire  Bugle's  "  costume — a  pair  of  cotton 
trousers,  made  to  represent  top-boots,  spurs, 
and  leathers,  with  loops  and  strings  down 
the  sides  for  the  pantomimic  change,  I 
thought  I  should  never  finish  this  portion  of 
my  toilet.  Happily  for  me,  Charles  gave 
me  every  assistance  in  his  power,  soothed 
my  irritability,  and,  in  due  time,  throwing 
his  father's  cloak  over  my  right  shoulder, 
and  still  showing  my  bare  neck,  flowing 
curls,  and  a  portion  of  my  tartan  dress,  I 
again  took  up  my  post  at  the  side  scenes. 

As  1  approached,  I  fancied  the  beauteous 
Celine  gave  me  a  smile  of  recognition  ;  this 
cheered  me  for  a  moment,  but  the  recollec- 
tion of  the  grimaces  I  had  to  go  through, 
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speedily  drove  every  feeling  of  satisfaction 
from  my  mind. 

The  last  scene  of  Othello  was  drawing  to 
a  close ;  and,  as  the  jealous  Moor  was 
about  to  wreak  his  vengeance  upon  his  ill- 
fated  wife,  or  rather  upon  a  lay  figure 
which  represented  the  sleeping  Desdemona, 
a  movement  took  place  in  the  stage-box,  and 
in  less  time  than  Cinderella  took  to  leave 
the  prince's  ball,  my  fair  one  vanished,  fol- 
lowed by  her  aunt. 

"  Come,  Charles,"  I  exclaimed,  "  we  must 
follow.  I  fear  the  heat  has  overcome  the 
lovely  Celine." 

We  rushed  from  the  wing,  and  descend- 
ing the  stairs,  like  good  generals,  cut  off  the 
fugitive's  retreat. 

"Can  I  be  of  any  service?"  inquired 
Charles  Tourville  of  Madame  Mireval. 

"  Our  carriage  is  waiting,"  responded  that 
lady  in  broken  English.  "  Celine,  it  is  past 
ei^ht"  she  continued,  "and  the  ball  will 
have  commenced." 

"  We  have  half-an-hour  to  spare,"  replied 
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the  blushing  girl,  fixing,  as  I  flattered  my- 
self, her  dark  gazelle-looking  eyes  upon  me. 
"  Besides,"  continued  she,  sotto  voce,  "  Hunt- 
ley told  me  that  the  country  dance  is  omit- 
ted, and  the  Prince's  minuet  will  not  be  on 
before  nine." 

The  elderly  lady  uttered  a  sort  of  guttural 
noise,  something  between  a  running  accom- 
paniment of  a  grunt  and  a  cough,  which  pre- 
vented my  ears  from  distinctly  catching  the 
whole  of  the  above  remark,  although  the 
familiar  words  of  "  Huntley"  and  "  the 
Prince,"  forcibly  struck  my  attention,  as 
being  the  names  of  a  popular  nobleman  and 
the  "  observed  of  all  observers" — the  Regent. 

"  Permit  me  to  offer  you  a  glass  of  cham- 
pagne, ladies,"  said  Charles,  opening  the 
drawing-room  door,  and  disclosing  a  table 
groaning  (as  the  fashionable  prints  of  the 
day  denominate  it)  under  the  luxuries  of  the 
season. 

I  have  omitted  to  say  that  the  first-floor 
was  let  to  two  elderly  spinsters,  who  carried 
on  an   illicit  trade  in    contraband   French 
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goods,  and  who  upon  this  occasion  had  been 
prevailed  upon  for  a  trifling  consideration — 
that  of  furnishing  the  repast  at  seven  shil- 
lings per  head,  exclusive  of  wine — to  give 
up  their  apartments  as  supper  rooms. 

The  eldest  Miss  Sissinore,  so  the  antiqua- 
ted specimen  of  virginity  was  called,  was 
preparing  some  punch  from  spirits  tl\at  had 
never  "  paid  their  duties"  to  the  exciseman. 

"  Allow  me,  Madame  Mireval,  to  present 
to  you  the  Honourable  Percy  Hamilton," 
continued  Tourville. 

"I  am  proud  of  the  honour,"  replied  the 
lady.  "  My  niece,  Celine,  Mr.  Hamilton. 
We  have  been  delighted  with  the  perform- 
ance." 

During  the  process  of  this  introduction, 
my  friend  had  seized  upon  a  bottle  of  cham- 
pagne, and  was  actively  employed  in  freeing 
the  sparkling  liquid  from  its  wiry  bonds; 
then,  filling  a  bumper,  he  presented  it  to  the 
aunt,  leaving  me  to  do  the  honours  to  the 
niece. 

"  A  sandwich,  Madame  Mireval?"  he  con- 
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tinued,  offering  that  lady  a  plate,  upon 
which  appeared  a  few  thin  pieces  of  bread 
and  beef,  of  rather  diminutive  dimensions, 
cut  in  triangular  forms,  and  which  were 
speedily  placed  hors  de  combat. 

"  Another  glass  of  champagne.  You 
must  drink  to  the  health  of  the  amateurs." 

Madame  was  nothing  loth,  and  bumpers 
were  filled  for  the  quintetto,  for  Miss  Siss- 
more  was  getting  a  little  "wrathy,"  at  the 
economy  of  the  table  being  disturbed,  and 
required  some  soothing  syrup  to  keep  her 
from  bursting  forth  into  a  passion. 

Another  bottle  was  opened,  and  the  ex- 
hilarating fluid  seemed  to  have  produced  so 
powerful  an  effect  upon  the  old  duenna,  that 
she  forgot  the  waning  time.  A  burst  of  ap- 
plause which  hailed  Othello's  death  recalled 
her  to  her  senses,  and  begging  we  would 
not  hand  her  to  her  carriage,  wished  us 
Sfood  ni""ht. 

In  the  meantime,  Celine's  beauty  had 
made  sad  havoc  with  my  heart ;  and  I  re- 
turned to  my  dressing-room,  highly  elated 
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at  my  introduction  to  her,  and  delighted 
with  the  thought  that  she  would  not  wit- 
ness the  extravagant  antics  I  was  about 
to  perpetrate. 

My  toilette  concluded,  I  quaffed  a  bumper 
of  champagne  to  my  "ladye  love,"  and  en- 
tered the  green-room  in  the  most  exuberant 
spirits. 

"  Overture    on  ! "    cried    the    call-boy. 
"  Squire  Bugle  for  the  first  scene!" 

I  attended  the  summons.  The  panto- 
mime commenced,  and,  although  I  say  it 
that  should  not,  nothing  could  go  better. 
The  novelty  of  amateurs  in  a  harlequinade 
seemed  to  amuse  the  audience,  and  the 
grotesque  movements  of  the  pantaloon,  the 
activity  of  the  motley  hero,  the  beauty  of 
the  columbine,  the  grace  of  the  cabin-boy, 
and  last,  not  least,  the  drollery  and  fun  of 
the  clown,  brought  down  shouts  of  applause. 
The  sailor's  hornpipe  and  the  song  of  "  Tip- 
pitiwitchet "  were  vociferously  encored,  and 
the  curtain  fell  amidst  the  acclamations  of 
the  assembled  multitude. 
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Although  our  tragic  scenes  had  been  flat, 
dull,  and  unprofitable,  happily  they  were 
not  sufficiently  so  to  create  a  laugh,  or  we 
should  have  found  ourselves  in  the  predica- 
ment of  a  noble  amateur  who,  upon  one 
occasion,  performed  "  Hamlet  "  and  "  Caleb 
Quotem,"  and  who,  according  to  the  critics 
of  the  day,  excited  the  risible  faculties  of  the 
audience  to  so  great  an  extent  in  the  tra 
gedy,  that  they  had  not  a  smile  left  for  the 
after-piece. 

We  now  got  rid  of  our  pantomimic  cos- 
tume, and  appeared  in  our  private  dresses, 
when  a  waiter  from  a  neighbouring;  coffee- 
house  announced  that  supper  was  ready. 

Monsieur  Tourville  offered  his  arm  to  the 
eldest  Miss  Sissmore,  Charles  to  her  sister 
Miss  Euphemia,  while  I,  anxious  to  hear 
more  of  my  fair  one,  paid  homage  to  the 
queen  of  the  revels,  Madame  Tourville. 
Vain,  however,  were  my  attempts  to  draw 
from  her  any  particulars  respecting  Madame 
Mireval  and  her  niece,  except  those  which  I 
have  previously  laid  before  my  readers ;  so 
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I  contented  myself  with  the  hope   that  I 
should  ao;ain  meet  the  beauteous  Celine  dur- 
ing  the  period  she  was  under  the  tuition  of 
the  Miutre  de  Danse. 

The  supper  went  off  splendidly ;  the 
healths  of  the  amateurs  were  proposed  and 
drunk  with  enthusiasm.  Elated  with  my 
success  upon  the  boards,  enchanted  with 
the  impression  I  nattered  myself  I  had  made 
upon  the  unsophisticated  girl,  I  found  my- 
self in  such  a  state  of  transport  that  I  could 
scarcely  restrain  my  joy  within  bounds. 

It  was  late  before  we  separated.  Return- 
ing to  Dean's  Yard,  I  essayed  a  copy  of 
verses  to  my  charmer;  then,  fatigued  by 
bodily  and  mental  labour,  I  sought  my  pil- 
low, to  think  of  her  who  had  captivated  my 
young  heart,  and  for  whom  I  felt  the  most 
romantic  devotedness,  inwardly  vowing 
eternal,  constancy. 

My  fairy  dreams  were  shortly  dispelled 
by  the  entrance  of  my  "  fag  "  to  tell  me  I 
had  only  half  an  hour  to  spare. 

No  sooner  was  school  over,  than  the  thea- 
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atrical  triumvirate,  Frank,  Kirkonnel,  and 
myself,  strolled  through  the  cloisters  to  talk 
over  the  previous  night's  performance,  and 
to  arrange  for  another. 

As  we  returned    towards  our  boarding- 
house,  the  ever  vigilant  "Dick"  told  me  that 
a  letter  had  just  arrived,  directed  to  me,  and 
marked  "  immediate."     I  ran  to  the  window 
of  the  housekeeper's  room,  in  which  all  the 
epistolary  correspondence  was  placed,  and 
there  saw  an  ominous-looking  letter,  in  my 
father's  hand-writing.     Upon   opening  it,  I 
found  it  contained  a  mild  and  gentle  rebuke 
for  the  time  I  had  misemployed  upon  private 
theatricals,  and  concluded  by  urging  me  to 
give  up  the  performance,  which  some  good- 
natured  anonymous  friend  had  written  to 
say  was  about  to  take  place  in  Queen's- 
square.    The  kind  conciliatory  tone  in  which 
the  advice  was  couched,  produced  a  greater 
effect  on  my  mind  than  it  would  have  done 
had  it  been  conveyed  in  more  severe  and 
arbitrary  terms,  and  I  at  once  determined 
to  drop  the  sock  and  buskin  for  the  present. 
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While  communicating  the  contents  of  my 
lather's  letter  to  Frank  and  Kirkonnel,  a 
message  was  brought  from  Dr.  Cary,  say- 
ing he  "wished  to  see  us  at  his  own  resi- 
dence. Conscience,  "  with  its  thousand 
several  tongues,  brought  in  a  several  tale," 
and  completely  unnerved  us  ;  for,  although 
we  felt  we  had  not  transgressed  any  scho- 
lastic laws,  we  knew  too  well  how  unpro- 
fitable our  pursuits  and  life  had  lately  been. 

Upon  entering  the  presence  of  the  head 
master,  our  fears  vanished,  when,  instead  of 
a  countenance  of  severity,  we  observed  a 
cheerful  aspect. 

u  Pray  sit  down,"  said  Cary  with  the 
utmost  courtesy.  "  I  am  anxious  to  lay 
before  you  some  letters  I  have  received  from 
your  parents."  He  then  opened  the  subject 
of  our  private  theatricals,  pointed  out  the 
contamination  that  was  likely  to  be  produced 
by  associating  with  persons  of  low  habits, 
praised  the  general  manliness  of  our  cha- 
racters and  occupations,  and  appealed  to 
our  consciences  and  better  feelings  whether 
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the  pursuits  we  had  lately  indulged  in  were 
calculated    to    raise  our   moral    principles, 
advance  our  intellectual  ability,  or  promote 
that  gentleman-like  bearing,  which  would 
be    so   essentially    necessary    to    us    in  the 
military  professions  we  were  about  to  enter. 
I  think  it  was  the  late   Dr.  Arnold,  who 
thus  wrote  from   Rugby : — "  I  believe  that 
boys  may  be  governed  a  great  deal  by  gentle 
method  and  kindness.     I   have  seen  great 
boys,  six  feet  high,  shed  tears  when  I  have 
sent  for  them  up  into  my  room,  and  spoken 
to  them  quietly  in  private  ;  "  and  certainly, 
upon    the    occasion    I   allude  to,   Dr.  Cary 
might  with  equal  truth  have  said  the  same, 
for  tears  gushed  from  our  eyes,  when,  with 
the  greatest  delicacy  of  feeling,   he  pointed 
out  to  us  the  grief  that  we  had  caused  our 
parents  by  an  act  which  he  trusted  and  be- 
lieved was  one  more  of  folly  and  thought- 
lessness than  of  vice,  and  in  a  strain  of  affec- 
tionate entreaty  urged  those  Christian  and 
moral  duties  which  alone  could  render   our 
manhood  useful  and  honourable. 
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CHAPTER    III. 

"  Autrefois,  le  souper  etait  La  conclusion  necessaire  de 
toute  soiree  qui  tenait  a  une  bonne  renommee." 

Eugene  Briffault. 

Tlie  last  night  in  Dean's  Yard — Coena  at  Mother  Pack's — 
Unexpected  visitors — Practical  jokes. 

The  time  now  approached  for  my  leaving 
Westminster,  and,  although  I  looked  forward 
with  gratification  at  the  prospect  of  being 
emancipated  from  school  discipline,  to  enter 
into  the  wider  field  of  liberty  under  a 
private  tutor,  the  feeling  Avas  not  a  little 
tinged  with  melancholy  when  I  thought  of 
the  friends  from  whom  I  was  about  to  part ; 
but  the  keenest  pang  was  caused  by  the  re- 
membrance that  in  a  few  days  I  was  to  quit 
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the  spot  where  dwelt  the  lovely  Celine.  From 
the  night  of  the  private  performance,  I  had 
neither  seen  nor  heard  a  word  of  the 
enslaver  of  my  young  heart.  Bound  by 
honour,  both  to  my  parents  and  Dr.  Cary, 
to  give  up  the  pursuits  that  had  first 
brought  me  in  contact  with  her,  I  felt 
dejected  and  oppressed  ;  nor  were  my  spirits 
at  all  raised  from  their  depression  when  I 
found  that  Tourville  had  espoused  his 
family's  cause,  and,  with  a  chivalry  that 
redounded  to  his  honour,  had  declared 
that  he  would  no  longer  hold  friendly  inter- 
course with  those  who  had  thus  so  suddenly 
and  capriciously  put  an  end  to  an  acquaint- 
ance formed  at  their  own  express  desire. 

In  vain  did  I  write  to  him  to  explain  how 
we  were  situated,  and  to  urge  him  to  meet 
us  at  our  old  haunts,  Millbank,  or  the  play- 
ing fields ;  but  nothing  could  alter  his  de- 
termination ;  and  it  was  not  until  I  had 
left  Westminster  that  I  ascertained  the 
fine  manly  spirit  of  Charles  had  been 
goaded  to   the  quick   by   the   injudicious, 
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however  well-meaning,  conduct,  of  a  prim- 
starched  old  female  connection  of  Kirkon- 
nel's,  who  not  being  a  member  of  the 
"  Anti-poking-your-nose-into-other-people's- 
business  Society,"  had  written  a  haughty 
letter  to  the  young  artist,  pointing  out  the 
wide  line  of  demarcation  that  she  thought 
ought  to  exist  between  patricians  and 
plebeians,  and  expressing  her  hope,  "  that 
the  pure  stream  of  aristocratic  blood  would 
never  again  be  contaminated  by  mixing 
itself  with  the  muddled  waters  of  stage- 
players  and  their  low  associates !  " 

Poor  misguided  old  spinster  !  Her  prac- 
tice fell  very  short  of  her  precepts  ;  for,  in 
less  than  two  months  from  the  date  of  her 
unfeeling  communication,  this  wealthy 
damsel,  then  in  her  forty-sixth  year,  was 
cajoled  into  a  marriage  with  an  Irish  for- 
tune-hunter, who,  boasting  a  descent  from 
one  of  the  ancient  kings  of  ould  Ireland, 
turned  out  to  have  been  formerly  a  rider  in 
a  strolling  company  of  equestrians  ;  but, 
who  having  accumulated  a  small  sum   of 
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money,  had,  with  the  travelling  name  of 
Captain  O'Brien,  gone  to  Cheltenham  in  the 
hopes  of  captivating  by  his  handsome  per- 
son some  wealthy  widow,  "  anxious  to 
renew,"  or  some  moneyed  old  maiden  desi- 
rous of  breaking  her  bonds  of  celibacy. 
With  the  latter  he  proved  successful ;  and, 
ere  the  honey-moon  had  waned,  this  anti- 
quated specimen  of  Scotch  pride  and 
}>rudery,  with  a  pedigree  as  long  as  a  bill 
in  Chancery,  discovered  that  her  loving  and 
disinterested  husband  had  himself  been  a 
"  stage-player"  of  alower  grade  than  that  of 
poor  Charles  Tourville,  and  that  she  had 
exchanged  the  noble  name  which  had  de- 
scended  to  her  from  an  illustrious  and  long 
line  of  ancestors,  for  that  of  Mrs.  Phelini 
O'Brien  Shaugnessy.  The  unkindest  cut 
of  all  was  the  discovery  that  the  soi-disant 
Captain  O'Brien's  castle,  near  Cunemara, 
was  merely  a  Chateau  en  Espagne,  and  that 
the  only  paternal  property  he  was  likely  to 
inherit  was  a  small  whiskey  shop  in  Bal- 
lincorig. 


PERCY   HAMILTON.  51 

But  we  have  digressed.  Return  we  to 
my  former  friend,  Charles  Tourville,  who 
with  the  most  dignified  courtesy  rejected  all 
the  attempts  I  had  made  for  a  reconciliation. 
Unaware  of  the  letter  that  had  "  wrung  his 
withers,"  I  attributed  his  pertinacity  to  false 
pride  and  obstinacy,  and  nothing  but  an 
unforseen  event  which  took  place  after  I  had 
left  Westminster  could  have  altered  the  er- 
roneous view  I  had  taken  of  his  conduct. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  day  previously  to 
my  quitting  "  Mother  Pack's"  had  arrived. 
It  was  a  sad  and  gloomy  one ;  for,  buoyant 
and  sanguine  as  were  my  spirits  at  that  pe- 
riod, I  could  not  entirely  divest  myself  of  the 
idea  that  many  of  my  school  attachments 
would  be  severed  by  time  and  separation. 
Truly,  indeed,  were  my  prophecies  real- 
ized ;  for  how  few  of  those  who  were  the 
"  cronies"  of  my  early  life  have  proved 
themselves  to  be  the  friends  of  my  more 
mature  years !  The  truth  is,  that  in  the  re- 
public of  a   school,  birth  and  wealth  alone 
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are  seldom  looked  up  to.      In  the  words  of 
Burns : — 


"  The  rank  is  but  the  guinea  stamp — 
The  boy's  the  gold  for  a'  that." 


Different,  then,  is  the  feeling  with  which  you 
meet  the  friend  of  your  youth  in  after-life. 
Should  circumstances  throw  you  together, 
how  apt  are  you  to  form  a  contrast  between 
the  relative  positions  of  yourself  and  your 
family  with  his !  and  I  cannot  better  illus- 
trate my  feelings  upon  this  subject  than  by 
laying  before  my  readers  a  case  which,  to  my 
shame  be  it  spoken,  occurred  to  me  just 
after  I  quitted  Westminster. 

One  of  my  most  intimate  friends  had 
invited  me  during  the  holidays  to  visit  his 
relations  ;  and,  upon  the  following  Sunday, 
I  accompanied  young  Hod  son  to  his  father's 
residence  at  Kensington.  On  reaching  the 
house,  which  was  a  small,  unpretending  su- 
burban villa,  I  was  inwardly  shocked  to 
find  the  door  opened  by  a  female,  and 
was  horrified  at  the  chilling  air  of  poverty 
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that  reigned  throughout.  When,  upon 
entering  the  drawing-room,  I  was  introduced 
to  an  honest  sober-looking  man,  with  two 
plain  homely  daughters,  who  bowed  their 
heads  like  Mandarins  in  china  ware,  I  could 
not  check  the  pride  that  rose  in  my  breast ; 
I  felt  ashamed  of  my  friend's  relatives,  and, 
despite  of  myself,  from,  that  moment  felt 
my  regard  for  young  Hodson  diminished. 
I  compared  his  humble  home  with  the  splen- 
dour of  others  I  had  been  accustomed  to 
see,  and,  instead  of  weighing  the  happiness  of 
the  one  in  the  scale  against  the  heartlessness 
of  the  other,  I,  in  my  own  mind,  denounced 
Captain  Hodson,  who  had  been  the  architect 
of  his  own  fortune,  and  who  had  raised  him- 
self by  his  own  talents  from  the  most  humble 
situation  in  the  navy  to  an  honourable  and 
independent  position,  as  an  unpolished 
savage,  and  looked  upon  his  daughters  as 
Goths  of  the  highest  order.  And  yet  how 
wrong  was  I  in  the  judgment  I  had  formed  ! 
For  a  braver  man  never  existed,  as  has 
since  been  proved  by  the  service,  Captain 
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since  Admiral  Hodson,  has  done  towards 
his  country.  The  daughters,  too,  have 
shone  in  every  rank  of  life,  as  dutiful  children, 
affectionate  wives,  and  exemplary  mothers ; 
and  many  an  aristocratic  pillar  of  the  state 
and  titled  dame  might  envy  the  peaceful 
happiness  of  this  humble  family,  whose 
poverty  alone,  in  my  eyes,  was — I  blush  to 
admit  it — their  only  fault. 

I  have  already  said  that  the  day  previously 
to  the  one  I  was  to  take  leave  of  my  friends 
in  Dean's  Yard  had  arrived.  The  masters 
had  ceased  to  press  me  any  more  to  study ; 
that  worthy  dame,  Mrs.  Packharness,  had 
given  me  a  parting  lecture ;  old  Jane,  the 
housekeeper,  had  presented  me  with  a  small 
jar  of  preserves ;  "  Dick,"  the  porter,  had 
begged  my  acceptance  of  an  ash  plant,  em- 
blematical, I  presume,  of  what  in  modern 
days  would  be  called  "  cutting  my  stick." 
Kirkonnel,  Frank  Lorimer,  Pat  Mahony, 
and  all  my  "  cronies  "  had  been  most  pro- 
digal in  their  favours,  as  the  books,  bats, 
balls,  rackets,  whips,  and  knives,  which  were 
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pressed  upon  me,  amply  proved.  I  had 
paid  my  last  visit  to  cobbler  Foot,  Ginger  the 
bookseller,  Mascall  the  hosier,  Mouger  the 
wandering  Jew-purveyor  of  cakes  and  fruit 
to  the  boys,  Roberts  the  boat  builder,  Allsop 
and  Bridgeman,  of  the  "  tuck  "  shops,  and 
others  of  minor  note,  promising,  in  parlia- 
mentary language,  that  their  "  bills  should 
be  laid  on  the  table,"  and  that  ere  long  the 
committee  of  "  Ways  and  Means  "  would 
vote  a  supply. 

We .  were  now  locked  up  for  the  last 
evening,  and  after  our  names  had  been  called 
over,  Jemmy  Dodd  sent  for  me. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  interview,  or  the 
kind  manner  in  which  that  excellent  man 
talked  to  me  of  my  future  prospects ;  the 
tears  rolled  down  my  cheeks  as  he  gave  me 
his  parting  good  wishes. 

"  Take  a  glass  of  wine,  my  boy,"  said 
the  tutor,  seeing  the  effect  his  advice  had 
produced  upon  me ;  and,  opening  a  cupboard, 
he  brought  out  of  it  a  bottle  of  fine  old 
port ;  filling  two  bumpers,  he  quaffed  his 
to  my  health  and  happiness. 


56  PERCY    HAMILTON. 

My  heart  was  too  full  to  reply,  so  with  a 
sob  I  gulped  clown  the  "  regal  purple  stream," 
and  took  my  leave. 

"  Why,  Percy,  what  has  happened? ' 
enquired  half  a  dozen  voices,  who  were 
anxiously  waiting  for  me  in  the  hall.  "  Has 
Jemmy  been  giving  you  a  wigging?  " 

Like  the  soldier  in  the  song,  it  might 
have  been  said  of  me — 

"  He  listened  to  the  sounds  so  familiar  to  his  ear, 
And  the  schoolboy  leant  upon  his  hand,  and  wiped  away 
the  tear." 

"  Come,  Percy,  supper's  ready  in  No.  2. 
Kirkonnel  has  been  hallooing  everywhere 
for  you,  and  the  sausages  mil  be  cold!  " 

This  appeal  produced  its  due  effect ;  for 
I  was  not  aware  that  my  friends  had  sub- 
scribed every  farthing  of  their  last  month's 
allowance  to  give  me  a  parting  repast,  or 
what  in  Westminster  phraseology  was  called 
"a  jolly  tuck  out." 

Uivovres  xai  cSovtcs,  fV^erai'ov  ;    yap  e'xecrnou' 

which  we  translate  :    "  Bibentes  et  edentes, 
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perpetuam  enim  epulos  habebant" — (An- 
glice,  "  Eat  and  drink ;  for  they  had  per- 
petual feasts") — was  the  motto  in  Dean's 
Yard,  as  it  is  throughout  all  England ;  and 
certainly  the  prince  of  poets — Homer — 
must  have  had  a  prescient  view  to  our 
"  tight  little  island "  when  he  wrote  the 
above,  for  nothing  takes  place  in  England 
without  a  feast  of  some  sort  or  other.  Wit- 
ness the  civic  monarch,  who,  on  the  ninth 
of  each  November,  feeds  some  five  hundred 
hungry  guests  ;  nor  does  the  hospitality 
of  the  chief  magistrate,  east  of  Temple  Bar, 
end  here :  for,  during  the  mayoralty,  we 
read  of  dinners  to  her  Majesty's  Ministers, 
the  dignitaries  of  the  Church,  the  judges 
of  the  land,  and  the  aldermen,  indepen- 
dently of  certain  snug  coteries  of  thirty 
and  forty  in  the  private  apartments  of  the 
Mansion  House.  Then  we  hear  of  similar 
entertainments  given  by  the  Sheriffs  elect, 
and  by  the  members  of  every  worshipful 
company  in  the  truly  hospitable  city  of 
London. 

d  3 
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At  the  Old  Bailey,  that  scene  of  woe  and 
misery,  the  "  tocsin  of  the  soul  " — the  din- 
ner bell — as  Byron  calls  it,  is  daily  to  be 
heard  during  the  session,  summoning  the 
guests  to  an  excellent  repast,  and  furnishing 
a  startling  contrast  between  the  scenes  of 
mirth  and  revelry  above,  and  those  of  sad- 
ness and  despair  that  have  lately  taken 
place  below.  The  government  of  the 
country,  too,  cannot  part,  after  their  par- 
liamentary labours  are  concluded,  without 
a  dinner  at  Greenwich,  as  Casimir  Delavigne 
writes — 

"  Tout  s'arrange  en  dinant,  dans  le  siecle  ou  nous  somnoes, 
Et  c'est  par  des  diners  qu'on  gouverne  les  hommes ; " 

and  the  old  axiom  "  that  the  way  to  a 
man's  heart  is  through  his  mouth,"  is  daily 
proved  by  the  numerous  appeals  that  are 
made  to  the  charitable  to  attend  entertain- 
ments at  the  City  of  London,  Albion,  or 
Freemason's  taverns,  for  the  benefit  of 
some  hospital  or  philanthropic  institu- 
tion. 
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Nor  is  this  prandial  system  alone  confined 
to  the  metropolis ;  for  in  every  parish, 
hundred,  rape,  district,  or  county,  we  have 
assize,  sessional,  race,  archery,  horticultural, 
floricultural,  and  cattle-show  dinners  ;  nor 
can  vestry,  turnpike,  bridge-trusts,  corpo- 
ration, commissioners,  railway  or  canal 
meetings,  elections  for  members  of  Parlia- 
ment, mayors,  or  common  councilmen,  be 
carried  on  without  the  symposium  of  ancient 
days. 

In  short,  one  would  be  led  to  suppose 
that  in  high  and  humble  life,  from  the  proud 
aristocrat  to  the  provincial  town  clerk,  the 
motto  was — 

"In  solo  vivendi  causa  palato  est," 

and  that  princes  of  the  blood,  churchmen 
and  statesmen,  judges,  magistrates,  M.P.'s, 
lord  mayors,  aldermen,  directors,  freemen, 
and  burgesses,  considered  it  to  be  their  duty 
to  support  "public  dinners"  as  a  portion  of 
the  British  Constitution  at  the  expense  of 
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their  own,  unmindful  of  the  adviee  of  Dio- 
genes of  old,  or  the  comments  made  upon  it 
by  Addison — "  What  would  that  philoso- 
pher have  said  had  he  been  present  at  the 
gluttony  of  a  modern  meal  ?  Would  not 
he  have  thought  the  master  of  a  family  mad, 
had  he  seen  him  devour  fish,  fowl,  and 
flesh,  swallow  oil  and  vinegar,  wines  and 
spices — throw  down  salads  of  twenty  dif- 
ferent herbs,  sauces  of  a  hundred  ingredi- 
ents, confections  and  fruits  of  numberless 
sweets  and  flavours  ?  What  unnatural 
motions  and  counter  ferments  must  such  a 
medley  of  intemperance  produce  in  the 
body!  For  my  part,  when  I  beheld  a 
fashionable  table  set  out  in  all  its  magnifi- 
cence, I  fancy  that  I  see  gouts  and  dropsies, 
fevers  and  lethargies,  with  other  innumer- 
able distempers,  lying  in  ambuscade  among 
the  dishes ! " 

If  the  above  is  applicable  to  private  din- 
ners, how  much  more  is  it  to  public  feasts, 
where  too  often  unwholesome  fish,  coarse 
meats,   unboiled  vegetables,   rancid  pastry, 
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acid  fruit,  sour  wines,  add  a  hundred-fold  to 
the  evils  already  complained  of  ! 

But,  as  Byron  Avrites,  "  I'm  at  my  old 
limes,  digression."  Return  we  to  the  supper 
at  my  dame's,  which  took  place  in  Kir- 
konnel's  room,  No.  2,  "first  floor  front," 

This  was  a  small  dormitory  for  two,  but 
one  of  the  boarders  being  away  on  leave,  in 
consequence  of  a  death  in  his  family,  my 
crony  had  the  exclusive  right  over  the 
apartment. 

One  bed  had  been  taken  to  pieces,  and 
had  been  stowed  away  in  the  fag's  room, 
and  the  other  was  converted  into  a  sofa ; 
the  open  bureau  formed  a  sideboard,  upon 
whicli  were  placed  sundry  bottles  of  port, 
sherry,  and  shrub  ;  trunk  piled  upon  trunk, 
covered  with  green  baize,  made  an  additional 
bouffet  for  the  glass,  knives,  forks,  and 
crockery,  and  in  its  centre  stood  a  huge 
blue.and-white  washing  basin,  which  was, 
as  the  play-bills  say,  "  upon  this  occasion 
only,"  to  assume  the  form  of  a  punch-bowl. 
A  few  borrowed  chairs,  added  to  the  stock 
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of  the  room,  and  the  back-board  of  the  bed 
extended  across  two  wooden  coal-scuttles, 
furnished  seats  for  the  guests.  The  table 
was  covered  with  sundry  coarse  towels,  and 
the  room  was  illuminated  with  tallow 
candles,  placed  in  ink  bottles,  and  stuck 
into  holes  made  for  the  purpose,  in  the 
mantel-piece,  and  over  the  ledge  of  the  door. 
Knives,  forks,  plates,  glasses,  and  bottles,  of 
every  shape,  size,  material,  and  manufacture, 
had  been  got  together ;  and,  in  the  absence 
of  a  cruet-stand,  a  tea-cup  of  mustard,  a 
glass  soap-tray  of  salt,  a  pounce-box  of 
pepper,  and  a  perfume-bottle  filled  with 
vinegar,  had  replaced  the  deficiency. 

Two  cold  attenuated-looking  chickens 
graced  the  top,  faced  by  a  huge  langue  du 
bceuf,  surrounded  by  four  Lilliputian  neat's 
tongues ;  a  Bologna  sausage,  or  rather  a 
Tothill-street  "  pologne,"  formed  a  flank 
dish,  supported  by  a  small  kit  of  pickled 
salmon,  jobbed  for  the  occasion,  the  worthy 
purveyor  of  fish  having  consented  to  take 
back  whatever  portion  was  left  of  this  scaly 
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luxury.  ,aPork  and  beef  sausages,  mutton 
chops,  and  kidneys,  hot  from  the  frying-pan 
and  gridiron,  and  cooked  in  our  presence, 
made  up  the  entrees ;  while  the  vegetables 
consisted  of  greasy  mashed  potatoes,  and 
unstrained  coarse  wet  spinach. 

In  addition  to  the  viands  already  men- 
tioned, we  had  porter,  ale,  and  cider  cup  a 
discretion,  with,  for  the  second  course,  an- 
chovy toasts  and  red  herrings,  "just  for  to 
give  the  bnvables  a  relish." 

When  the  cloth  was  removed,  and  the 
wine  placed  upon  the  table,  Kirkonnel  drew 
from  his  book-case  the  ingredients  for  con- 
cocting a  %owl  of  punch,  and,  as  he  was 
about  to  mix  them,  a  tap  was  heard  at  the 
window. 

"  Out  with  the  lights !"  shouted  our  host. 

The  order  was  instantaneously  obeyed. 

"What  can  it  mean?"  exclaimed  one  of 
the  frightened  guests.  "  It  can't  be  a  spy 
of  Dodd's  !" 

"  No,  no !"  responded  a  dozen  voices. 
"  Jemmy's  above  lending  himself  to  so  dirty 
a  trick." 
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"Forbear!  and  eat  no  more!"  said  the 
intruder  through  the  window,  which  he  now 
gently  raised. 

"  Alderson !  Why  what  on  earth  has 
brought  you  here?"  asked  Kirkonnel,  as, 
poking  the  fire,  he  at  the  same  time  threw 
a  light  upon  the  room  and  the  visage  of  the 
untimely  stranger. 

"  Then,  but  forbear  your  food  a  little  while  , 
Whiles,  like  a  doe,  I  go  to  find  my  fawn, 
And  give  it  food !" 

ejaculated  the  stage-struck  hero. 

"  Come  in,  old  fellow !"  shouted  our  host. 
"  We  are  delighted  to  see  you ;  though  you 
are  rather  late." 

"  Small  cheer  and  great  welcome  make 
a  merry  feast !"  replied  Alderson,  who  now 
entered  at  the  window,  and  gave  the  signal 
to  Sanders  to  follow  him. 

The  two  friends  having  safely  landed 
themselves  and  a  hamper  marked  "  Cham- 
pagne— with  care,"  they  proceeded  to  ex- 
plain to  us  that  having  only  heard  of  our 
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supper  upon  their  unexpected  arrival  in  town 
that  afternoon,  and,  remembering  an  old 
promise  of  attending  it,  they  had  lost  no 
time  in  proceeding  to  Dean's  Yard,  where 
they  just  arrived  in  time  to  find  that  we 
were  "  locked-up  "  for  the  night. 

While  hesitating  what  to  do,  the  ever- 
ready  Billy  Sanders,  suggested  that,  with  the 
assistance  of  a  ladder,  they  might  reach  the 
window  of  Kirkonnel's  room,  which  I  have 
already  said  was  on  the  first  floor  looking  to 
the  front;  a  large  projecting  wooden  ledge 
over  the  door  would,  as  he  anticipated, 
rather  facilitate  their  plan.  To  procure  the 
required  assistance  was  his  next  object;  and, 
finding  the  lamplighter  about  to  apply  his 
small  lantern  to  the  ill-trimmed  oily  wicks 
of  that  period,  Sanders,  with  a  bribe,  ex- 
plained his  wishes,  and  succeeded  in  hiring 
the  loan  of  the  greasy  and  fragile  steps  to 
land  himself  and  friend  in  the  young  West- 
minster boys'  room,  No.  2. 

"  What !     No.  2  !"  said  the  'lustrous  hero. 
"  Lord  Kirkonnel's !      I've  heerd  talk  of  him. 
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He  is  an  hout-an-houter — up  to  sitch  larks ! 
Only  just  ask  Tegus  about  him  and  his 
pals." 

The  bargain  being  completed,  it  was  ar- 
ranged that  precisely  as  the  old  Abbey  clock 
chimed  three-quarters  after  nine  o'clock, 
everything  should  be  in  readiness  for  the 
night  assault  upon  Mother  Pack's  citadel. 

At  the  appointed  hour,  just  as  the  last 
sound  of  the  deep-toned  bell  had  died  away, 
the  "  light  of  other  days  "  made  his  appear- 
ance, and  without  saying  a  word  placed  his 
ladder  against  the  entrance,  when,  to  the 
dismay  of  all  parties,  it  proved  to  be  too 
short  by  many  feet. 

"  There's  Pat  Driscol  and  Larry  McGin 
at  the  '  Coach  and  Horses,'  "  said  the  per- 
'  severing  man  of  oil,   "  and,  as  they  are  re- 
pairing  the  Abbey,  they  would  get  you  a 
ladder  here  in  no  time." 

"  Now,  my  friendly  knave,"  spouted  Al- 
derson,  "  I  thank  thee !  Seek  thy  friends  ! 
There's  earnest  of  thy  service  !"  and,  placing 
half-a-crown  in  the  lamplighter's  hands,  the 
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latter  ran  off  to  procure  the  required  assist- 
ance. 

In  a  few  minutes,  the  two  Irish  labourers 
returned  duly  laden,  and  every  impediment 
being  noAv  removed,  Alderson  proceeded  to 
mount  to  the  window  ;  he  was  immediately 
afterwards  followed  by  his  friend  the  Hoax- 
er, attended  by  Larry  McGin  with  the  ham- 
per. 

The  whole  of  this  proceeding  took  less 
time  to  accomplish  than  we  have  occupied 
in  narrating  it ;  and,  however  strange  such  a 
feat  might  be  considered  at  the  present  time, 
the  reader  must  bear  in  mind  that  in  the 
days  we  write  of,  neither  gas  nor  police- 
men were  in  existence ;  the  dim  rays  of  the 
oil  lamps  threw  no  light  upon  these  doings, 
nor  did  the  half-hour  round  of  some  super- 
annuated guardian  of  the  night  at  all  inter- 
fere with  the  successful  attempt  that  had  been 
made. 

We  now  returned  to  our  supper,  which  went 
off  admirably,  for  the  addition  to  our  party 
produced  new  life  ;  and,  as  I  had  presented 
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the  trusty  porter,  "  Dick,"  with  a  parting 
present  of  two  guineas,  that  usually  watch- 
ful domestic  had  promised  to  dispense  with 
the  nightly  curfew  which  compelled  us  to 
extinguish  our  lights  by  half-past  ten  o'clock. 

Song,  jest,  and  repartee  went  round. 
Billy  Sanders  gave  imitations,  a  la  Mathews, 
of  the  popular  actors  of  the  day,  and  wound 
up  with  the  recitation  of  "Bucks,  have  at  ye 
all !"  after  the  manner  of  the  then  celebrated 
Romeo  Coates.  Frank  Alder  son,  throwing 
a  sheet  over  him  to  represent  a  Roman  toga, 
delivered  the  celebrated  scene  from  "  Julius 
Caesar,"  in  a  voice  so  like  that  of  John 
Kemble,  that  it  required  ocular  demonstra- 
tion to  prove  that  the  first  of  that  talented 
family  was  not  present. 

In  the  midst  of  our  revelry,  a  loud  rap- 
ping was  heard  at  the  door. 

"  Open  locks,  whoever  knocks !"  said  Al- 
derson ;  but,  fearing  the  intruder  might 
be  Mrs.  Packharness  herself,  Kirkonnel 
made  a   sign    to   be  silent,  and,  cautiously 
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opening  the  door,  inquired  what  was 
wanted. 

"  Oh,  it's  only  to  see  the  lights  out,"  said 
Dick.  "  It's  all  right !"  and,  quaffing  off  a 
tumbler  of  champagne  which  I  had  handed 
him,  he  took  his  leave. 

Our  orgies  were  kept  up  long  after  mid- 
night. 

"  Give  me  some  wine  !  Fill  full !"  said 
Frank  Alderson.  "  I  drink  to  the  general 
joy  of  the  Avhole  table !" 

A  toast  and  sentiment  were  now  called 
for  from  all  round,  and  the  Abbey  clock 
struck  two  as  Kirkonnel  gave  a  bumper  at 
parting  to  the  health  of  the  ladies,  in  the 
following  transatlantic  fashion — 

"  The  ladies  !  the  only  endurable  aristo- 
cracy, who  rule  without  laws,  judge  without 
jury,  decide  without  appeal,  and  are  never 
in  the  wrong!" 

It  was  now  time  to  consider  how  our  guests 
were  to  take  their  departure,  or  in  what 
manner  they  were  to  be  lodged  for  the  night; 
the  lamplighter  had  been  true  to  his  appoint- 
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mentatoneo'clock,butbcingcounter-ordered, 
had  not  again  made  his  appearance ;  indeed, 
with  a  forethought  that  reflected  the  great- 
est credit  upon  him,  that  worthy  luminary 
had  judged  that  however  able  the  "  storming 
party"  were  to  carry  their  point  before  sup- 
per, the  case  would  be  widely  different  after 
that  exhilarating  meal,  and  that,  with  the 
increased  vision  which  is  usually  attributed 
to  persons  under  the  influence  of  the  rosy 
monarch,  they  might  see  double  ladders,  and 
between  the  two  come  to  the  ground. 

Finding  an  escape  through  the  window 
hopeless,  Billy  Sanders  suggested  a  night 
attack  upon  Dick  the  porter's  stronghold, 
with  a  view  of  gaining  possession  of  the 
keys  of  the  fortress.  This,  however,  was 
pronounced  by  the  general  council  of  war 
to  be  too  much  of  a  "  forlorn  hope "  for 
even  the  Westminster  Volunteers  to  at- 
tempt, and  it  was  abandoned. 

A  "  shake  down  "  upon  the  floor  was  all 
that  could  be  suggested  for  Alderson,  who, 
still  quoting  from  his  favourite  bard,  ex- 
claimed— 
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:t  Be  it  so,  Lysancler  !     Find  you  out  a  bed  ; 
For  I  upon  this  '  rug '  will  rest  my  head." 

His  friend,  the  Hoaxer,  was  then  quietly 
smuggled  into  the  fag's  room  to  occupy  the 
bed  that  we  have  already  informed,  our 
readers  had  been  removed,  from  Kirkonnel's 
apartment. 

In  the  person  of  Billy  Sanders  the  devo- 
tion to  Bacchus  had  so  overcome  the  powers 
of  Somnus,  that  he  tossed  and  tumbled  about 
upon  his  hard  pallet  until  daylight  broke, 
when  the  demon  of  mischief  seemed  to  take 
complete  hold  of  him.  Rising  from  his 
couch,  and  looking  round  at  the  nine  snoring 
youths  who  surrounded  him,  nothing  could 
satisfy  the  Hoaxer  but  to  practise  a  series 
of  practical  jokes  in  which  he  was  in  the 
habit  of  indulging.  Upon  the  table  stood 
a  bottle  of  blacking,  and  by  the  side  of  the 
fire  was  deposited  a  frying-pan,  which,  by 
the  recent  marks  of  black  and  grease,  evi- 
dently showed  that  it  had  been  called  into 
requisition  the  previous  night.  With  these 
materials,  the  visages  of  the  sleeping  urchins 
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were  soon  transformed  from  white  to  black, 
giving  them  the  appearance  of  the  "  smutty 
dears "  mentioned  in  that  truly  popular 
ditty,  the  "  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islands," 
as  heirs  of  the  throne  of  Hokey  Pokey 
Whanky  Fum.  The  practical  joker  then 
tied  the  upper  and  nether  garments  of  the 
coloured  population  together  in  a  satchel, 
and  hid  it  away  under  a  bed ;  he  then, 
after  sundry  other  mischievous  pranks, 
left  the  room,  and  sought  refuge  in  that 
of  Kirkonnel. 

Anxious  that  Billy  Sanders  should  not  be 
discovered  in  the  fag's  room,  I,  after  passing 
a  sleepless  night,  rose  at  an  early  hour,  and 
proceeded  to  the  dormitory  in  question, 
where  to  my  great  surprise  I  found  the  old 
bird  flown,  and  a  bevy  of  young  ,black  birds 
"  all  of  a  row,"  still  nestled  up  in  a  state  of 
apparent  unconsciousness  ;  at  once  I  recog- 
nised the  doer  of  this  dark  and  foul  deed ; 
and,  to  avoid  the  suspicion  which  I  "feared 
would  necessarily  attach  itself  to  me,  as  a 
"  particeps  criminis"  were  I  found  upon  the 
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spot,  I  hastily  quitted  the  apartment,  but 
not  before  I  had  been  recognised  by  a  lynx- 
eyed  urchin,  who,  upon  circumstantial  evi- 
dence that  might  have  condemned  many  an 
innocent  prisoner  at  the  Old  Bailey,  at  once 
declared  me  the  guilty  man  of  colour. 

"  Shameful ! "  cried  one,  as  with  a  coarse 
towel  he  attempted  to  wash  the  blackamoor 
white. 

"  Disgraceful !  "  exclaimed  another.  "  But 
where  are  my  cords?" 

"  Somebody  has  got  my  waistcoat,"  said 
a  third. 

"  Where's  my  jacket  ?"  ejaculated  a  fourth. 

"  What  a  licking  I  shall  get ! "  muttered 
a  fifth.  "  I  was  to  call  my  master  punc- 
tually at  seven." 

The  scene  that  then  presented  itself,  and 
which  was  afterwards  reported  to  me, 
baffled  all  description — nine  piebald  youths 
running  about  the  room,  yelling,  crying, 
and  seeking  their  mislaid  garments. 

In  the  mean  time,  hearing  from  Billy 
Sanders  the  cruel  trick  he  had  played  the 
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boys  in  hiding  away  their  apparel,  I  boldly 
faced  the  exasperated  victims  of  the  jest, 
and  was  met  by  a  violent  hissing  and  a 
volley  of  groans.  In  vain  did  I  attempt  to 
explain,  but  I  was  hooted  down  ;  when, 
running  to  the  bed,  I  produced  the  satchel 
and  its  contents  ;  a  momentary  silence  fol- 
lowed, which  I  broke  by  declaring  my  inno- 
cence, and  by  assuring  the  insurgents  that 
I  would  exonerate  them  from  all  blame  with 
their  masters.  This  appeal  was  well  re- 
ceived ;  and,  when  I  added  that  a  break- 
fast at  the  Red  House,  on  the  first  early 
play,  should  reward  them  for  the  perils  of 
the  past  night,  shouts  of  approbation  echoed 
through  the  room,  and  I  was  again  restored 
to  favour. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 

"Scenes  that  soothed  or  charmed  me  young,  no   longer 
young,  I  find  still  soothing,  and  of  power  to  charm  me  still." 

Cowper. 

"  Oft  does  my  heart  indulge  the  rising  thought, 
Which  still  recurs,  unlook'd  for  and  unsought ; 
My  soul  to  Fancy's  fond  suggestion  yields, 
And  roams  romantic  o'er  her  airy  fields  : 
Scenes  of  my  youth,  developed,  crowd  to  view, 
To  which  I  long  have  bade  a  last  adieu  !  " 

Byron. 

Thoughts  on  leaving  Westminster — Historical  Recollections 
of  Queen  Elizabeth's  College. 

No  sooner  had  I  soothed  the  "jet-black 
victims,"  than  I  returned  to  Kirkonnel's 
room ;  and  the  view  that  presented  itself  was 
one  which  ought  for  ever  to  have  operated 
upon  my  mind,  in  the  same  powerful  man- 
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ner  that  the  sight  of  drunkenness  did  upon 
the  Spartan  youth.  Upon  the  table 
still  remained  the  empty  bottles,  broken 
glasses,  seraps  of  victuals,  soiled  table-cloth, 
melted  tallow,  unwashed  plates  and  dishes. 
The  fumes  of  malt,  vinous  and  spirituous 
liquors,  intermingled  with  the  odours  of  burnt 
fat,  fried  sausages,  red  herrings,  and  black- 
ing, created  "  the  rankest  compound  of  vil- 
lanous  smells  that  ever  offended  nostril." 

Our  host  of  the  previous  night  was 
fast  asleep  in  his  bed,  snoring  most  sonor- 
ously ;  while  Frank  Alderson  lay  extended 
on  the  rug,  with  a  red  leather  satchel  for 
his  pillow,  and  a  green  baize  window  curtain 
(ordinarily  used  to  keep  out  the  light)  as 
his  covering. 

The  stage-struck  hero  started  up  as  I 
entered,  and,  seeing  Kirkonnel  still  under 
the  influence  of  Somnus,  exclaimed — 

"  Fast  asleep  ?    It  is  no  matter." 


But,  as  it  was  now  near  the  time  for  going 
into  school,  I  shook  the  snoring  youth,  who, 
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starting  from  his  bed,  plunged  his  head 
into  a  basin  of  cold  water,  and  soon  re- 
covered his  senses. 

"  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me," 
resumed  Frank  Alder  son  ;  " '  scant  not 
my  cups.'  We'll  have  one  other  gaudy 
night.  Once  more  let's  mock  the  midnight 
bell." 

Kirkonnel  gladly  accepted  the  invitation, 
provided  I  could  prevail  upon  our  worthy 
tutor,  Jemmy  Dodd,  to  give  him  leave. 

"  My  hat  to  a  halfpenny  he  will,"  pro- 
ceeded the  lawyer,  still  quoting  his  favourite 
author. 

Our  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
appearance  of  a  breathless  young  urchin, 
who  rushed  into  the  room,  exclaiming, 
"  Gary's  going  in  !  "  Frank  Alderson  and 
Sanders  hastily  shook  hands  with  our  com- 
rade, and  I  ran  off  to  join  Dr.  Dodd,  as  he 
walked  across  Dean's  Yard,  towards  the  old 
school,  to  obtain  permission  for  Kirkonnel 
to  pass  the  half-holiday  with  me.  This 
was  readily  assented  to ;  and,  taking  leave 
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of  my  kind  tutor,  I  returned  to  my  dame's, 
where  stillness  prevailed,  and  where  I  found 
myself  standing  alone,  as  desolate  in  feeling 
as  when,  some  winters  before,  I  for  the  first 
time  entered  those  walls.  A  little  fellow 
out  of  school,  upon  the  sick  list,  whom  I 
had  befriended  by  protecting  him  against 
the  "  bully"  of  his  room,  seeing  me  in  a 
dejected  state,  came  forward  and  offered  me 
all  the  consolation  in  his  power ;  but  not 
even  his  simple,  yet  heartfelt  sympathy 
could  raise  my  drooping  spirits,  in  parting 
with  the  friends  I  had  formed  during 
my  stay  at  Westminster.  I  was  now  re- 
minded by  the  trusty  "  Dick"  that  a  coach 
was  at  the  door,  and  that  my  trunk  was 
in  it. 

"  Good-bye,  Percy,"  said  the  stripling ; 
"  I  shall  have  no  one  now  left  to  take  my 
part.  Accept  this  Ovid  as  a  keepsake  ;  I 
have  already  written  your  name  in  it." 

I  took  the  book,  and  thanked  the  donor 
of  it  with  the  most  fervent  gratitude. 

"  I  hope  we  shall  meet  again,"  he  con- 
tinued. 
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We  did  meet  again,  on  the  ensanguined 
plain  of  Waterloo,  as  will  be  fully  developed 
in  the  course  of  this  narrative.  But  how 
different  was  that  greeting  !  On  the  morn- 
ing of  the  glorious  eighteenth  of  June,  a 
well-known  voice  hailed  me  in  my  bivouac ; 
it  was  that  of  the  youth  I  have  just  alluded 
to,  then  an  ensign  in  the  line.  Buoyant 
with  youthful  ardour,  animated  with  hope, 
and  elated  with  the  gallant  deeds  our  re- 
spective regiments  had  performed  on  the 
sixteenth,  we  talked  over  our  past  lives  and 
future  plans ;  looked  forward  to  a  successful 
termination  of  the  campaign,  and  antici- 
pated the  pleasures  of  marching  trium- 
phantly into  the  capital  of  La  belle  France. 
Before  the  sun  had  set  on  the  evening  of 
that  day,  I  saw  poor  Charles  Wentworth  a 
corpse ! 

To  return  to  Westminster.  I  had 
taken  leave  of  Mrs.  Packharness,  old  Jane, 
Elizabeth,  "  Dick,"  and  the  rest  of  the  estab- 
lishment, and  heart-broken  had  entered  the 
vehicle  that  was  to  take  me  home  (if  such  a 
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word  can  be  applied  to  a  large  rambling 
house,  with  no  one  but  an  antiquated  cross 
housekeeper,  and  a  superannuated  porter, 
to  receive  me),  when  I  found  my  friends, 
Alderson  and  Billy  Sanders,  comfortably 
ensconced  within  the  rumbling  conveyance. 
In  vain,  however,  did  the  apt  quotations  of 
the  former,  or  the  witticisms  of  the  latter, 
upon  the  passing  multitude,  raise  me  from 
my  dulness ;  when,  upon  a  sudden,  I  started 
from  a  melancholy  reverie  in  which  I  was 
indulging,  by  a  glimpse  I  caught  of  a  face 
so  like  that  of  my  Celine,  that  1  involun- 
tarily attempted  to  pull  the  check-string, 
which,  as  a  matter  of  course,  when  wanted 
was  not  in  the  driver's  hand.  The  fair  one 
kissed  her  hand  to  Sanders  in  the  most 
familiar  manner,  which  he  returned. 

"  Pull  up !"  I  exclaimed,  letting  down  the 
cracked  window,  and  in  my  haste  smashing 
the  glass.  This  movement  seemed  to  pro- 
duce some  effect  upon  the  object  of  my 
search  and  her  companion,  a  young  girl  of 
about  her  own  age  ;  for,  turning  short  down 


PERCY   HAMILTON.  81 

the  passage  that  leads  from  Parliament-street, 
Westminster,  into  Cannon-row,  they  were  out 
of  sight  in  a  second.  Before  the  ricketty 
coach  could  be  brought  to  a  stand-still, 
the  door  be  opened,  and  the  rattling 
steps  let  clown,  the  fugitives  had  gained 
at  least  two  minutes'  law,  and  the  pursuit 
seemed  fruitless.  I,  however,  jumped 
down,  and  "  making  a  cast,"  hoped  to 
hit  off  the  "  cold  scent ;"  but  no  trace  could 
I  find,  and  I  gave  up  this  my  first  love- 
chase  in  despair. 

"  How  can  he  know,  Circus ?"    said 

the  hoaxer,  as  I  returned  to  my  friends. 

"  Silence !"  responded  Frank  Alder  son  ; 
"  he  comes." 

In  vain  did  I  attempt  to  ascertain  whether 
my  jealous  fears  were  well  grounded,  as  to 
Sanders'  recognition  of  my  charmer;  for 
seeing  that  the  "  green-eyed  monster"  had 
taken  hold  of  me,  he  laughed  the  subject  off, 
by  saying  how,  by  his  familiar  gestures,  he 
had  scared  two  unknown  young  ladies 
away.     Alderson  taxed  me  with  love  at  first 
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sight,  saying  that  the  objects  of  my  search 
were  the  daughters  of  a  most  respectable 
tradesman  in  Bridge-street,  and  warning  me 
to  beware  of 


"  The  wimpled,  whining,  purblind,  wayward  boy  ; 
The  senior  junior  giant  dwarf,  Don  Cupid; 
Regent  of  love  rhymes,  lord  of  folded  arms, 
The  anointed  sovereign  of  sighs  and  groans." 


During  the  entire  day,  I  could  not  suc- 
ceed in  driving  the  thought  of  Celine  from 
my  mind  ;  nor  did  the  excellent  cheer  which 
Alderson  had  provided  for  us,  nor  the  exqui- 
site performance  of  that  child  of  nature, 
Mrs.  Jordan,  in  the  "Devil  to  Pay,"  at  all 
restore  me  to  my  peace  of  mind.  One  inci- 
dent alone  occurred  that  was  worth  record- 
ing. A  popular  actress  of  that  day,  whose 
talent  was  second  to  none,  find  who  still 
lives  to  enjoy  the  popularity  which  both  her 
private  and  public  character  so  eminently 
entitle  her  to,  had,  during  the  temporary 
absence  of  the  Jordan,  personated  the  cha- 
racter of  Nell  the  Cobbler's  Wife  in  a  manner 
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that  shed  fresh  lustre  on  this  favourite 
daughter  of  Thalia.  Curiosity  had  at- 
tracted Miss  Duncan  to  the  theatre,  to  wit- 
ness the  performance  we  have  alluded  to, 
and  scarcely  had  she  been  seated  in  the  box, 
when  Frank  Alderson,  who  never  could 
spare  even  his  best  friend,  when  a  ready 
saying  was  at  hand,  exclaimed,  fortunately 
in  a  tone  that  was  only  heard  by  his  own 
party — "  Hear  it  not,  Duncan ;  for  'tis  the 
knell  (Nell)."  Apt  as  was  the  cpiotation, 
it  was  not  warranted*  in  this  case ;  for,  in 
many  respects  Mrs.  Davison,  nee  Duncan, 
was  scarcely  inferior  to  Mrs.  Jordan. 

I  had  now  taken  leave  of  Dean's  Yard, 
and  was  to  remain  a  few  weeks  in  London, 
preparatory  to  joining  my  private  tutor, 
near  Newbury.  Before,  however,  I  quit 
the  subject  of  the  school,  I  may  be  permitted, 
with  an  old  Westminster's  partiality,  to 
enter  into  some  little  detail  of  this  scene  of 
my  boyish  days.  Who  is  there  that  can 
look  back  without  a  pleasurable  feeling  to 
the  delights  of  the  summer-sports — bathing, 
boating,  cricketing  ;  the  football  in  the  clois- 
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ters,  or  hockey  in  the  yard?  Nor  was 
gloomy  winter  without  its  charms.  A  day's 
shooting  in  Tothill  Fields,  and  the  annual 
College  Play,  were  amusements  which  have 
seldom  been  equalled  in  after  life. 

Of  the  old  school  itself,  Maitland,  in  his 
"  History  of  London,"  gives  the  following 
account : — 

"This  school,  belonging  to  Queen's  Col- 
lege, Westminster,  was  founded  by  Queen 
Elizabeth,  in  the  year  1560,  for  the  educa- 
tion of  forty  boys,  denominated  the  Queen's 
Scholars,  who  are  taught  in  the  best  manner, 
preparatory  to  the  University.  Besides 
whom,  great  numbers  of  the  young  noble- 
men and  gentlemen  are  educated  here ; 
whereby  it  has  become  the  greatest  school 
in  the  kingdom,  to  the  great  advantage  of 
the  masters,  who,  instead  of  a  master  and  an 
usher,  as  at  first,  are  now  an  upper  and 
an  under  master,  and  five  ushers  or  assist- 
ants, who  at  present  have  above  four  hun- 
dred young  gentlemen  under  their  tuition." 
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A  record  of  those  educated  within  its 
walls  since  the  days  of  the  Virgin  Queen 
would  occupy  more  space  than  we  can  de- 
vote to  the  subject,  however  interesting  it 
might  be  to  our  old  Westminster  readers. 
Suffice  it  to  say,  that  it  was  here  that 
Dry  den,  "  the  great  honour  and  ornament 
of  the  nation,"  distinguished  himself  by 
translating  the  third  satire  of  "Perseus" 
for  an  exercise  ;  and  here  he  cultivated  that 
invention  and  sublime  imagination  which 
manifest  themselves  in  the  celebrated  ode  on 
St.  Cecilia,  and  inculcated  the  passion  that 
broke  forth  in  "Absalom"  and  "Archi- 
tophel,"  "Palamon,"  and  "Arcite."  Here 
Locke  received  those  rudiments  which  after- 
wards enabled  him  to  give  his  undying 
treatise  upon  education.  Prior  too,  who, 
according  to  his  panegyrist,  Pope,  was 


"  Of  manners  gentle,  of  affection  mild  ; 
In  wit  a  man,  simplicity  a  child." 


Smith,  Rowe,  Elkanah,  Settle,  Churchill  the 
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Satirist,  and  Lloyd,  may  all  be  added  to  the 
bright  names  of  the  intellectual  world, 
whose  talents  were  fostered  under  the 
roof  of  St.  Peter's.  To  the  above  dis- 
tinguished characters,  may  be  added  the 
learned,  witty,  and  ambitious  churchman, 
Francis  Atterbury,  Bishop  of  Rochester,  the 
reputed  author  of  the  celebrated  speech  de- 
livered by  Dr.  Sacheverel,  on  his  trial — the 
able  advocate  in  his  own  case,  at  West- 
minster— the  zealous  defender  of  Martin 
Luther,  and  the  staunch  supporter  of  the 
Protestant  religion.  In  contra-distinction  to 
this  most  elegant  scholar  may  be  mentioned 
that  vain  and  weak  nobleman,  Thomas 
Pelham,  whose  partizanship  for  George  the 
First  was  amply  rewarded.  For  not  only 
was  this  pompous  individual,  described  by 
the  poet  as  one 

"  Void  of  honesty,  of  sense,  of  art — 
A  foolish  head,  and  a  pertidious  heart," 

raised  to  the  rank  of  Earl   of  Clare  and 
Duke  of  Newcastle ;  but  he   was  made  a 
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Knight  of  the  Garter,  and  appointed  Lord 
Chamberlain  and  Secretary  of  State.  In 
the  reign  of  George  the  Second,  the  Duke 
was  made  Prime  Minister  and  First  Lord  of 
the  Treasury  to  a  monarch  who  despised 
him. 

It  was  here,  too,  for  a  period  of  fifty-five 
years,  Dr.  Busby  ruled  over  the  destinies  of 
this  school  with  "  a  rod  of  iron  ;"  or,  more 
correctly  speaking,  with  one  of  "birch."  It 
was  the  boast  of  this  flogging  pedagogue, 
that  sixteen  out  of  the  bench  of  bishops  had 
received  their  education  under  his  auspices. 

Of  Busby's  predecessors,  the  most  eminent 
name  was  that  of  Camden,  who,  in  1571, 
while  under-master,  wrote  his  great  work 
the  "  Britannia."  In  1592,  he  was  ap- 
pointed head-master.  Ben  Jonson  was  a 
scholar  under  him.  Since  the  sovereignty 
of  the  flagellating  Doctor,  the  following 
have  wielded  the  birchen  sceptre,  but  witR 
a  much  less  degree  of  severity: — Dr.  Freind, 
who  gave  rise  to  a  variety  of  verses,  epi- 
grams, and  puns  upon  his   name,  one   of 
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which,  as  quoted  by  a  popular  writer  in 
Charles  Knight's  "  London,"  ran  as  fol- 
lows : — 


"  Ye  sons  of  Westminster,  who  still  retain 
Your  ancient  dread  of  Busby's  awful  reign 


Forget  at  length  your  fears — your  panic  end, 
The  monarch  of  your  place  is  now  a  Friend." 

The  worthy  head-master  was  called  "  a 
Freind  indeed  ;"  but,  so  numerous  were  the 
plays  upon  his  name,  that  they  would  half 
fill  the  pages  of  "  The  Complete  Jest  Book." 

Dr.  Cary,  late  Bishop  of  St.  Asaph,  was 
for  a  length  of  time  at  the  head  of  the 
school,  and  was  followed  by  Drs.  William- 
son and  Liddell ;  the  latter,  albeit  an  ex- 
cellent man  and  first-rate  master,  was  not 
educated  at  Westminster.  The  worthy 
doctor  has,  however,  proved  by  his  judicious 
and  zealous  conduct,  that  he  has  the  in- 
terests of  the  school  deeply  at  heart. 

Warren  Hastings  was  also  indebted  to 
this  school  for  his  early  education  ;  although 
we  trust  sincerely  that  some  after  deeds  of 
his  memorable  life  were  not  the  result  of  his 
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Dean's  Yard  instruction.  Southey,  the 
talented  author  of  "Madoc"  and  "  Thalaba;" 
George  Column,  the  wit,  the  bon  vivant ; 
and  Reynolds,  the  dramatist,  were  all  edu- 
cated at  Westminster. 

The  abbey  and  cloisters  bear  record  to 
the  talents  of  many  of  the  names  we  have 
enumerated.  We  there  find  the  monu- 
ments of  Atterbury,  Camden,  "  rare  Ben 
Jonson,"  Dryden,  Rowe,  Prior,  and  Busby. 
That  ancient  aisle,  those  venerable  cloisters, 
where  once  these  talented  mortals  offered 
up  their  petitions  on  high,  or  breathed 
their  poetic  aspirations,  now  contain  the 
ashes   of  the  illustrious    dead. 

I  had  intended  to  give  a  few  more 
anecdotes  of  former  times,  and  to  specify 
some  of  the  principal  heroes  who  figured 
in  our  boyish  freaks;  our  amusements 
(even  those  forbidden  ones,  the  sweeter, 
perhaps,  for  being  stolen)  ;  our  occasional 
"  turns  up  "  with  the  river  "  mud-larks" 
bargemen,  and  coal-heavers ;  but,  on  re- 
flection,   I  have  given   it  up,   or,  at  least, 
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postponed  it  to  some  future  day.     Alas  !     I 
find  that  among  my  old  cronies, 


"  Many  a  heart  that  once  was  gay, 
Within  the  tomb  now  darkly  dwells." 


I  may  say,  with  the  Arabian  traveller  who 
came  to  a  dismantled  solitude,  and  asked 
"  The  friends  of  my  youth — where  are 
they  ?  "     Echo  replies,  "  Where  are  they?" 

In  how  short  a  period  does  the  revolving 
wheel  of  time  effect  the  greatest  change ! 
It  seems  but  a  few  fleeting  years  since  I  bade 
farewell  to  Westminster,  and  on  my  visit 
there  a  few  weeks  ago  (the  very  anniver- 
sary of  Tothill  Fields  fair),  I  could  scarcely 
recognise  the  site  of  the  old  playground. 
Gasworks,  police  courts,  hospitals,  breweries, 
churches,  charity-schools,  had  taken  place 
of  the  fields,  the  hedges,  the  walks  where  in 
boyhood  I  roamed  as  free  and  thoughtless 
as  the  wind  itself  that  whistled  through  the 
trees. 

Still    I    was   happy  to   find   that  West- 
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minster  had  not  retrograded  either  in  its 
spirit  or  in  its  amusements.  The  boats  are 
well  manned  ;  the  cricket  is  good  ;  the  play- 
ground exhibits  as  many  gallant  youths  as 
ever.  There  is  the  same  cluster  in  Dean's 
Yard,  the  same  lounge  in  the  cloisters ; 
the  same  warm,  kind  reception  from  one 
Westminster  to  another.  I  almost  fancied 
myself  a  boy  again.  "  Westminster,  with 
all  thy  faults  I  love  thee  still ;  "  for,  al- 
though I  doubt  exceedingly  the  correctness 
of  the  saying,  "  that  school  is  the  happiest 
period  of  man's  life,"  I  own  I  passed  many 
a  happy  day  there,  despite  of  all  the  tricks 
played  upon  me,  and  the  annoyances  to  which 
I  was  subjected.  Shall  I  enumerate  them? 
Tormented  as  a  new  comer ;  kicked  and 
pinched  by  way  of  introduction  ;  fagged, 
and  forced  to  do  the  most  menial  work  ; 
unmercifully  bullied  for  standing  forth  to 
defend  a  weak  boy;  submitting  to  pun- 
ishments, ignominious  and  disgusting,  which 
made  me  envy  the  cherubs  on  the  abbey 
walls,  "  heads  without  tails  ;  "    when  over- 
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whelmed  by  fatigue,  enjoying  the  luxuries 
of  a  clipped  horse-hair-peppered  pillow  ; 
apple-pie  beds ;  undergoing  hebdomadal 
ablutions, — yellow  soap  and  cold  Avater ; 
and  submitting  to  the  operation  of  having 
one's  head  harrowed  with  what  was  called 
a  small-tooth  comb. 

We  linger  as  we  take  leave  of  the  old 
school.  It  has  such  claims  on  our  attach- 
ment and  affection,  that  it  is  with  difficulty 
wre  can  say,  "  farewell."  Who  is  there  that 
can  look  upon  the  associations  connected 
with  it,  without  a  feeling  of  the  utmost 
reverence?  And  where  is  the  man  that 
would  not  respond,  in  deep  sincerity  of 
heart,  to  the  lines  of  that  poet  who  has  so 
well  translated  feeling  into  words  ? — 


"  This  fond  attachment  to  the  well-known  place. 
Where  first  we  started  into  life's  long  race, 
Maintains  its  hold  with  such  unfailing  sway, 
We  feel  it  e'en  in  age,  and  at  our  latest  day." 


That  Westminster,    though    reduced    in 
numbers,  is  in  a  nourishing  condition,  no 
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one  can  for  a  moment  doubt ;  and  that  it 
may  long  continue  to  flourish,  together  with 
Eton,  Harrow,  and  Winchester,  is  the 
sincere  and  most  earnest  prayer  of  an  old 
Westminster. 
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CHAPTER  V. 

"  Come  listen  to  my  story, 
Now  seated  in  my  glory, 
I  make  no  longer  stay. 
We  hearty  all,  and  well  are, 
Drive  to  the  White  Horse  Cellar ; 
Ya-hip  !  we  bowl  away." 

Coaching  Song. 

Emancipation  from  Westminster — I  proceed  to  join  my 
private  tutor  at  Donnington  Grove— Journey  by  the 
York  House  Bath  coach — A  few  words  upon  driving  and 
the  road— Reach  Newbury— The  Pelican;  not  the  bird, 
which  according  to  the  Bartlemy  fair  showmen,  "  feeds  its 
juvenile  young  upon  its  bleeding  breast ;"  but  the  inn  of 
that  name — My  introduction  to  the  Dominie  and  his 
young  gentlemen. 

Emancipated  from  Westminster,  I  grieve 
to  say  that  the  lines  of  Horace  were  almost, 
if  not  entirely,  realized  in  my  person — 
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"  Imberbis  juvenis  tandem  custode  remoto, 
Gaudet  equis  canibusque,  et  aprici  graraine  campi, 
Cereus  in  vitium  fleeti,  monitoribus  asper, 
Utilium  tardus  provisors  prodigus  seris, 
Sublimis,  cupidusque." 

For  I  must  plead  guilty  to  much  of  the  above 
charge — "  The  beardless  boy,  his  masters 
being  at  length  dismissed,  attaches  himself 
to  horses,  dogs,  and  the  sports  of  the  field ;" 
and  if  I  was  not  "  easily  led  into  dissipation," 
or  "  impatient  of  admonition,"  I  fear  I  must 
admit  that  I  was  "  tardy  in  providing  things 
really  useful;  that  I  was  profuse  in  expen- 
diture, and  eager  in  pursuit  of  pleasure." 

But  to  my  adventures.  The  time  had 
now  arrived  when  I  was  to  join  the  small 
coterie  assembled  at  Donnington  Grove, 
under  the  superintendence  of  a  most  kind, 
warm-hearted,  and  talented  member  of  the 
church  of  England.  As  in  the  days  I  write 
of,  the  road,  not  rail,  was  flourishing,  I 
booked  the  box-seat  of  the  York  House 
Bath  coach,  and  at  half-past  six  o'clock,  on 
a  fine  frosty  morning,  about  the  middle  of 
January,  found  myself  at  the  White  Horse 
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Cellar,  Piccadilly.  The  scene  was  anything 
but  a  cheery  one ;  the  shutters  of  the  office 
were  being  opened  by  a  seedy-looking  cad, 
whose  rubicund  countenance  and  pim- 
pled nose  showed  that  he  was  accus- 
tomed to  indulge  in  spirituous  liquors.  I 
descended  into  the  cellar;  the  book-keeper, 
enveloped  in  a  huge  over-coat,  sat  at  his  desk, 
his  teeth  chattering,  his  feet  benumbed,  and 
his  hands  in  such  a  state  of  frigidity  that  he 
could  scarcely  guide  a  worn-out  stunted  pen, 
in  making  out  the  parcel-bill.  A  miserably 
clad  female,  with  a  baby  in  her  arms,  sat  by 
the  stove,  which,  being  plied  with  damp 
wood,  and  the  most  anti-carbonic  coals,  or 
rather  cinders,  filled  the  small  apartment 
with  smoke  almost  to  suffocation;  one  ill- 
trimmed  lamp  threw  its  dim  rays  over  this 
spot  of  discomfort,  in  which  four  human 
beings,  and  two  canine  ones,  in  the  shapes 
of  a  brace  of  half-starved  shivering  pointers, 
were  huddled  together  amidst  hampers  of 
fish,  turkeys,  game,  barrels  of  oysters,  sacks, 
parcels,  trunks,  portmanteaus,  carpet  bags, 
and  hat  boxes. 
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"  York  'ouse,"  shouted  the  cad  in  the 
street,  in  a  gin-drinking  voice,  as  the  hand 
of  the  clock  was  on  the  fifty-fifth  minute 
after  six,  and  the  appointed  team  drove  up 
to  the  door. 

"  Is  the  gemman  here  that  has  booked  the 
box  seat  to  Newbury  ?"  inquired  a  porter 
who  had  occupied  the  post  of  honour  from 
the  office  in  the  City  to  the  West  End. 

"  All  right,"  responded  the  cad. 

"  Hand  up  the  luggage,"  said  the  coach- 
man, the  very  beau  ideal  of  the  fraternity  of 
the  whip. 

"  Here's  a  poor  woman,  with  a  child, 
whose  husband  was  killed  last  week  by  the 
upsetting  of  the  Bath  van,  wants  a  lift  as  far 
as  Reading,"  said  the  book-keeper,  as  he 
handed  the  way-bill  to  the  driver. 

"  We'll  see  what  we  can  do  ;  get  the 
steps,  Jem  ;  please  get  up  behind,  ma'am. 
Why  the  baby  will  be  starved,"  continued 
the  kind-hearted  dragsman  ;  "  take  this  ruo- 
and  my  old  cape,  that  will  keep  it  nice  and 
warm." 

VOL.  II.  f 
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"  And  a  few  handfuls  of  straw,"  I  added, 
slipping  a  shilling  into  the  cad's  hand.  This 
order  was  promptly  obeyed,  and  I  had  no 
cause  to  repent  of  the  action,  for  Jem  not 
only  brought  the  poor  woman  sufficient 
material  to  keep  her  feet  from  being  be- 
numbed, but  gave  the  coachman  and  myself 
a  portion  for  ours,  and  which  tended  not  a 
little  to  our  comfort  during  the  journey. 

"  Sit  fast — let  'em  go,  Bill,"  said  the  ex- 
perienced whip,  as  he  dropped  his  hand  and 
allowed  his  high-bred  cattle  to  rattle  off  at 
a  dashing  trot  along  Piccadilly. 

"  Fine  bracing  morning,  sir,"  remarked 
the  handler  of  the  ribands.  "  Have  you  got 
your  driving  gloves  on  ?  Perhaps  you'd  like 
to  take  hold  of  'em  the  stage  over  the  heath." 
This  offer,  made,  as  I  thought,  to  a  perfect 
stranger,  a  stripling  of  fourteen,  staggered 
me  not  a  little.  After  further  conversation 
it  was,  however,  cleared  up,  by  my  new 
acquaintance  reminding  me  of  my  tandem 
drive  to  Hounslow,  already  recorded  in  this 
narrative,  and  upon  which  occasion  he  had 
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heard  the  president  of  the  Four-in-hand  club 
declare  that  I  was  one  of  the  most  pro- 
mising young  whips  on  the  road.  My  cos- 
tume too,  had,  I  have  no  doubt,  produced 
some  additional  effect  ;  for  my  well-made 
driving  coat,  with  its  large  mother-of-pearl 
buttons,  my  neatly-tied  Madras  handker- 
chief, partly  hid  by  a  shawl  of  appropriate 
colours,  my  white  cord  trousers  and  highly- 
polished  boots,  my  spick-and-span  new 
"  beaver,"  and  my  admirably  fitting  buck- 
skin gloves,  showed  that  I  was  what  was 
then  termed  a  buck  of  the  first  order. 
As  the  fast  young  men  of  the  present 
day  would  describe  it,  I  had  on  a  "  stun- 
ning down-the-road  "  coat,  a  "  nobby 
choker,"  a  "  scrumptious"  shawl,  a  "  spicy" 
pair  of  trousers,  an  out-and-out  pair  of  boots, 
a  *'  lummy  castor,"  and  "  screaming"  gloves. 
In  less  than  an  hour  from  the  time  we  had 
passed  the  turnpike  at  Hyde  Park  Corner, 
we  drove  up  to  the  then  bustling  town  of 
Hounslow,  and  having  fortified  myself  and 
the  coachman  with  a  couple  of  glasses  of 

f  2 
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"  purl,"  we  changed  places  on  the  box. 
Throwing  a  couple  of  shillings  to  the  horse- 
keepers,  I  exclaimed  "  Let  'em  go ;"  but 
somehow  or  other  neither  my  voice  nor  hand 
were  familiar  to  the  ears  and  touch  of  the 
snorting  cattle,  which,  despite  of  sundry  "  go 
alongs,"  and  the  exertions  of  the  men  who 
stood  by  the  cloths,  would  not  move  a  yard. 
I  tried  the  whip,  but  that  made  matters 
worse,  for  the  wheelers  backed,  and  the 
leaders  tried  to  confront  me,  as  if  to  take 
observations  of  my  prowess. 

"Mr.  Coachman,  let  me  out!"  exclaimed 
an  elderly  female,  inside. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?"  exclaimed  a  re- 
spectable-looking middle-aged  gentleman, 
thrusting  his  night-capped  head  out  of  the 
window. 

"  Oh  dear  !"  ejaculated  a  young  lady, 
"  we  shall  be  upset." 

"  Open  the  door !"  cried  the  fourth  "  in- 
side ;"  "  we  shall  carry  away  the  lamp 
post." 

In  the  mean  time,  two  of  the  "  outsides," 
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had  jumped  down,  and,  seizing  the  heads  of 
the  wheelers,  while  the  ostler  placed  the 
leaders  in  their  proper  direction,  I,  with  the 
assistance  of  ray  brother  whip's  voice 
succeeded  in  getting  the  team  into  a  trot  ; 
the  coachman  and  well-fee'd  housekeepers 
assuring  the  passengers,  inside  and  out,  that 
there  was  not  the  slightest  danger,  as  I 
was  one  of  the  most  experienced  whips  on 
the  Bath  road.  We  now  bowled  away  over 
the  heath  at  a  rattling  pace,  and  reached  the 
Magpies  without  any  accident ;  there  I  handed 
the  ribands  and  half  a  guinea,  over  to  the 
coachman,  who  lauded  me  in  a  manner  that 
might  have  turned  my  head  with  conceit, 
had  I  not  watched  the  looks  of  the  two  gen- 
tlemen who  had  sprung  to  my  assistance  at 
Hounslow,  and  who  by  their  gestures  seemed 
to  think  the  "  dragsman"  was  drawing  it  a 
leetle  too  strong. 

Upon  changing  horses  at  Salt  Hill,  where 
we  stopped  to  breakfast,  one  of  the  above  pas- 
sengers politely  addressed  me,  and,  after  tell- 
ing me  that  he  had  driven  a  team  from  the 
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time  he  first  entered  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
bridge, a  period  of  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century,  pointed  out  my  defects,  and  strongly 
recommended  me,  if  I  wished  to  become  a 
good  whip,  to  put  myself  under  the  guidance 
of  some  steady  coachman,  who  would  soon 
convince  me  that  the  art  of  driving  was  more 
difficult  than  I  might  imagine,  and  that  it  re- 
quired time,  patience,  judgment,  good  tem- 
per, a  fine  hand,  eye  to  pace,  to  raise  a  man 
from  the  rank  of  a  common  "  Jarvey,"  to  that 
of  a  Buxton,  or  a  Peyton  among  amateurs,  or 
a  Holmes,  or  a  Pears,  among  professionals.  I 
thanked  my  Mentor  for  his  advice,  and  fol- 
lowed it  implicitly,  devoting  many  a  spare 
hour  to  the  road,  during  the  period  of  my 
stay  at  my  new  private  tutor's. 

It  was  about  one  o'clock  that  we  drove 
up  to  the  Pelican,  at  Newbury,  kept  by  a  most 
popular  landlord,  Botham. 

"  The  gentleman  alights  here,"  said  the 
coachman,  addressing  the  ostler  and  waiter, 
who  were  in  active  attendance. 

"  A  portmanteau  and  black  trunk  in  the 
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hind  boot,  I  believe,"  said  the  guard,  as  he 
descended  from  what  was  then  termed  the 
"  gammon"  box. 

"  How  far  is  it  to  Donnington  Grove  ?"  I 
inquired  of  a  most  respectable-looking 
middle-aged  lady,  who  came  out  of  her  glass 
sanctum  near  the  bar,  on  hearing  that  a  pas- 
senger had  arrived  in  her  well-conducted 
hostellerie. 

"Are  you  going  to  Mr.  Knollys'?"  she 
asked  in  reply. 

I  answered  in  the  affirmative. 

"  The  young  gentlemen  dine  at  half- past 
five ;  I  rather  think  there  is  a  chaise  going 
for  young  Lord  Heythrop's  uncle,  at  two 
o'clock,  to  take  him  to  Caversham  Park." 

In  the  mean  time,  the  coachman  had  ex- 
pressed his  thanks,  and  I  had  taken  leave 
of  my  new  acquaintance  and  driving 
pastor,  when  the  waiter,  who  always 
had  an  eye  to  business,  suggested  that 
there  was  a  nice  fire  in  the  Sun,  and  a  most 
beautiful  piece  of  roast  pork  at  the  kitchen 
fire,  just  ready  to  be  served.     To  those  who 
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have  started  without  breakfast,  an  hour  before 
daylight,  on  a  cold  winter's  morning,  and 
have  travelled  nearly  fifty  miles  in  the  frosty 
air,  and  whose  appetites  have  not  been  im- 
paired by  age,  or  debility,  it  is  unnecessary 
to  say  with  what  avidity  I  accepted  the  pro- 
position. Before  I  had  time  to  unbutton 
my  gloves,  take  off  ray  "  upper  Benjamin," 
and  xmpillorize  (there's  an  addition  to  caustic 
old  Johnson's  dictionary)  my  neck  from  the 
huge  folds  of  my  shawl,  the  cloth  had  been 
laid,  and  a  dish  of  hot  pork,  roasted  to  a 
turn,  the  gristle  crisp  and  brown,  smoked  on 
the  board.  While  helping  myself  to  a  rib, 
the  waiter  uncovered  two  more  dishes — one 
a  wooden  bowl  of  mealy  potatoes ;  the  other, 
two  silver  butterboats,  containing  faultless- 
looking  apple  sauce,  and  a  preparation  of 
onions,  sage,  and  garlick, 

"Please  to  take  any  malt  liquor?"  in- 
quired the  attentive  waiter.  "  We  have  some 
very  fine  mild  ale,  which  I  can  strongly 
recommend." 

"  Some  ale  by  all  means,"  I  replied.     In 
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a  few  seconds,  my  somewhat  elderly  and 
gouty  Ganymede  was  frothing  me  up  a 
glass  of  nectar  that  even  Jupiter  might 
have  smacked  his  lips  at. 

"There  will  be  a  grand  drawing  next 
month,  Sir,"  continued  my  loquacious  at- 
tendant. 

"  Grand  drawing ! "  I  repeated,  not  un- 
derstanding the  point. 

"Oh  yes,  Sir.  Lucky  Bish  advertises 
some  wonderful  prizes."  Then,  taking  from 
his  pocket-book  a  dozen  printed  lottery- 
bills,  headed  with  very  well-executed  graphic 
designs,  illustrative  of  the  way  of  becoming 
instantaneously  rich,  and  containing  sundry 
poetical  local  effusions,  worthy  of  the  pen  of 
the  inspired  metrical  composers  of  Messieurs 
Catnach,  Warren,  Rowland,  Mechi,  or  Moses, 
of  our  day.  Upon  the  opposite  side  of 
these  attractive  notices,  were  the  list  of  the 
prizes.  "  I  am  usually  fortunate,  Sir,"  con- 
tinued the  waiter  ;  "  I  won  an  eighth  last 
July — dreamt  of  the  number,  15,732.  I've 
taken  another  half  licket  for  the  next  draw- 
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ing,  and   have   reversed    the   numbers   for 
luck,  23,751.     Perhaps    you   would  like  a 
sixteenth — only  two  pounds  ten  shillings?  ' 
"I  shall  be  delighted,"  I  rejoined.  While 
this  son   of  fortune  was  handing    me  my 
ticket  and  change  for  a  five-pound  note,  the 
worthy   landlord   entered  the    room,    and 
having  explained  the  cause  of  his  absence  at 
Hungerford  market,  proceeded  to  say  that 
as  a  chaise  was  going  to  take  up  at  Don- 
nington  Grove,  it  could  convey  my  luggage 
there.  To  this  proposition  I  gladly  assented ; 
and,  in  the  course  of  conversation  with  my 
worthy  host,   ascertained  that  the  Pelican 
was  greatly  patronized  by  my  future  young 
companions,  that  occasionally  they  dropped 
in    of   an   evening  for    half    an    hour    to 
enjoy  a  bowl  of  bishop ;  that  their  hunters, 
hacks,    gigs,   tandems,    were  all  furnished 
from  his  stables.     I  had  now  paid  for  my 
luncheon,  had  been  most  liberal  to  the  waiter 
and  ostler,  and  was  about  to  encase  myself 
in  my  coaching  attire,  when  the  latter  wide- 
awake  individual,    in  the  most  respectful 
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manner,  after  unlocking  a  large  cupboard  in 
his  snug  office,  addressed  me  as  follows — 

"  I  hope,  Mr.  Hamilton,  you  will  excuse 
the  liberty  I  am  about  to  take,  but,  although 
the  Reverend  Mr.  Knollys  is  quite  a  trump, 
and  highly  approves  of  his  young  gentlemen 
following  all  field-sports,  he  objects  to  stage- 
coach driving,  and  I  fear  your  box  coat 
would  perhaps  prejudice  him  against  you. 
All  the  young  gentlemen  leave  their  toggs 
and  whips  here,  and  I  should  be  happy  to 
take  charge  of  yours."  Upon  opening  the 
cupboard,  a  goodly  collection  of  drab  coating 
appeared,  from  the  single-breasted  light 
coloured  one  with  velvet  collar  and  silk 
skirts,  to  the  regular  dark  double-milled 
ten-caped  box-wood  buttoned  overcoat.  In- 
dependently of  the  above,  which  were  all 
neatly  ticketted  with  the  initials  of  the  re- 
spective owners,  were  to  be  seen  guns,  single 
horse  and  four-in-hand  cherry-stick  whips, 
a  "  shooter's  "  horn,  and  some  warm  coach 
rugs,  covered  with  tarpauling.  From  this 
specimen  of  prohibited  articles,  I  soon  found 
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(to  adopt  the  ostler's  phraseology)  that  the 
young  gentlemen  at  the  Grove  "  were  not 
troubled  with  the  slows." 

"  You'll  have  clipping  work,  Mr.  Hamil- 
ton, with  the  Berkshire  hounds,  fine  sport 
with  master's  greyhounds,  capital  fun 
spearing  or  sniggling  for  eels,  and,  if  you 
can  only  get  round  old  Squire  Andrews, 
I  have  no  doubt  he  will  give  you  a  day  or 
two  witli  the  trout,"  continued  the  man  of 
oats,  for  I  will  not  adopt  the  usual  nick-name 
"oat- stealer,"  Sam  Stevens  being  as  honest 
a  man  as  it  was  ever  my  good  fortune  to 
have  any  dealings  with. 

I  thanked  my  new  sporting  ally,  and,  un- 
packing my  portmanteau,  took  out  a  sober, 
quiet-looking  great  coat,  for  pea  jackets, 
paletots,  and  other  modern  specimens  of 
loose  attire,  had  not  at  that  time  been  in- 
troduced. 

"  You  can't  miss  your  way,  Sir :  first 
turn  to  the  right  after  you  pass  the  theatre, 
about  a  mile  along  the  road  you'll  see  the 
Grove." 
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"  Theatre! "  I  exclaimed,  with  the  greatest 
delight,  uis  it  open?  " 

"  Oh  yes,  Sir,  proceeded  the  ostler,  "  a 
fi  rat-rate  company  from  London,  and  horses 
from  Hashley's :  I  saw  Timour  last  night, 
and  they  give  Blue  Beard  to-morrow  ;  real 
horses  and  a  stupendous  elephant." 

I  took  leave  of  the  brood  of  Pelicans,  and 
started  at  a  brisk  walk  for  my  new  temporary 
residence  ;  stopping,  however,  to  read  what 
in  these  days  would  be  called  a  very  modest 
and  moderate-sized  poster,  in  which  Mr. 
Barnet,  the  manager,  announced  the  en- 
gagement of  a  most  talented  company  both 
of  bipeds  and  quadrupeds,  the  former  of 
whom  were  to  appear  the  following  evening 
in  an  attractive  comedy,  and  the  latter  in 
the  popular  drama  of  Blue  Beard. 

As  I  approached  the  Grove,  which  was  a 
small  neat  unpretending-looking  house,  sur- 
rounded by  a  garden  and  paddock,  I  began 
to  reflect  upon  my  new  position,  and  was 
speculating  upon  the  kind  of  "  fellows "  I 
should  meet,  when  my  reverie  was  put  an 
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end  to  by  the  exclamation  of  a  voice  fami- 
liar to  my  ears,  and  which  was  that  of  my 
old  friend  and  correspondent,  Horace  Beau- 
fort, who  had  written,  as  has  been  recorded 
in  a  former  chapter,  to  recommend  me 
strongly  to  give  up  all  ideas  of  Marlow,  Ox- 
ford, or  Cambridge,  and  at  once  to  join  the 
coterie  at  Donnington. 

"  Why,  Percy,  you  are  passing  the  house, 
and  will  inevitably  walk  into  or  on  the  pond, 
for  it  is  half  frozen,  if  you  continue  wool- 
gathering !"  exclaimed  my  former  crony.  I 
turned  round,  and  after  a  hearty  shake  of 
the  hand,  proceeded  to  make  inquiries  as  to 
the  inmates  of  Mr.  Knollys'  establishment. 

"Oh,  we  have  a  capital  lot:  first  and 
foremost,  Lord  Heythrop,  just  come  from 
Eton,  one  of  the  neatest  horsemen  and  best 
riders  to  hounds  of  his  day ;  he  is  shortly  to 
get  a  commission  in  the  Guards.  I  name 
him  first,  not  on  account  of  his  rank,  but 
because  you  will  scarcely  find  his  equal  in 
England.  The  next  is  Spencer  Atherston, 
also  a  candidate  for  the  Guards;   a  down- 
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right  good  fellow,  not  quite  so  '  fast '  as  the 
young  peer,  but  up  to  every  manly  sport, 
from  a  rat  hunt  to  a  fox  chase.  He  is  rather 
in  the  gallant  gay  Lothario  line,  and  fancies 
half  the  young  milliners  in  Newbury  in  love 
with  him.  Then  we  have  Henry  Milner, 
who  is  shortly  to  be  gazetted  into  a  regi- 
ment of  the  line;  his  passion  is  coaching; 
he,  to  adopt  his  own  phraseology,  is  '  right 
as  a  trivet ;'  he  received  a  gentle  hint  to  quit 
Winchester  for  getting  out  of  college  to  drive 
'  the  mail.' 

"Paddy  O'Hea,  from  Tipperary,  full  of 
spirit  and  fun,  but  always  committing  some 
awful  blunder ;  his  stories  will  make  you 
die  of  laughing.  Dan  Cullen,  also  from 
sweet  Erin,  a  warm-hearted  generous  crea- 
ture. And  last,  not  least  in  my  estima- 
tion, your  old  and  trusty  ally,  Horace 
Beaufort,  who  now  shakes  you  by  the  hand, 
welcomes  you  to  the  Grove,  and  who  will 
speedily  introduce  you  to  the  originals,  of 
whom  he  has  given  you  but  a  slight  and 
faint   outline.       But   I   have   forgotten   to 
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mention  the  Dominie ;  he  is  a  thorough 
gentleman,  eonseientious  in  seeing  that  we 
do  our  work,  but  after  that  is  over,  trusts 
implicitly  to  us  ;  he  promotes  all  field-sports, 
sets  his  face  against  stage  coach  driving  as 
being  low,  and  openly  tells  us  that,  as  his 
confidence  in  his  pupils  is  unbounded,  im- 
mediate expulsion  would  follow  any  breach 
of  faith  or  ungentlemanly  conduct. 

I  thanked  my  cicisbeo  for  his  graphic  ac- 
count of  his  master  and  comrades,  when  he 
proceeded — "  Three  times  a  week  we  have 
Monsieur  Camille  Adolphe  Genouillac,  a 
most  worthy  Gaul,  the  kindest  creature 
in  the  world ;  he  teaches  us  to  draw 
landscape  and  military  designs,  and  after 
lessons  can  sing  as  good  a  song  as 
ever  you  heard,  or  fence  in  a  way  that 
would  put  Angelo  on  his  guard  and 
mettle.  Then,  among  the  humbler  classes, 
we  have  Jerry  Curtis,  factotum  and  "gyp," 
an  undeniable  hand  at  cleaning  top-boots  and 
buckskins,  and  the  most  willing  fellow  in 
the  world  ;  Mrs.  Ray,  an  elderly  housekeeper 
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of  the  old  school,  who  has  Buchan's  Medicine 
by  heart,  and  is  most  learned  in  pharmacy 
and  domestic  surgery  ;  a  professed  cook,  of 
the  female  gender,  whose  practices  really 
come  up  to  her  professions  ;  a  couple  of 
housemaids ;  and  the  out-door  man,  who 
looks  after  master's  one-horse  chaise,  digs 
the  garden,  milks  the  cows,  runs  on  errands, 
and  makes  himself  generally  and  particu- 
larly useful  to  us  fellows." 

Having  taken  a  slight  detour  under  the 
ruins  of  Doddington  Castle,  the  picturesque 
beauty  of  which  I  was  too  much  engrossed 
with  my  comrade's  conversation  to  admire,  we 
again  found  ourselves  at  the  entrance  of  the 
Grove,  where,  upon  ringing  the  bell,  Mr. 
Jeremiah  Curtis,  dressed  in  his  Sunday 
attire,  made  his  appearance ;  after  being 
introduced  in  due  form  to  this  tutor's  as- 
sistant, I  was  conducted  into  the  presence 
of  the  master  himself. 

"1  am  afraid  you  have  had  a  cold  journey," 
said  Mr.  Knollys,  extending  his  hand  in  the 
most  friendly  manner  ;  "perhaps  you  will 
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take  a  glass  of  wine  ?"  There  was  some- 
thing in  the  manner  and  tone  of  voice  so 
unlike  that  of  the  pedagogues  I  had  been 
accustomed  to  meet,  that  I  at  once  felt  at 
my  ease.  After  a  few  inquiries  after  my 
family,  the  bell  was  rung,  and  I  was  shown 
to  my  dormitory,  which,  although  not  very 
spacious,  was  neat  and  clean  in  the  extreme ; 
here  Mrs.  Ray  made  her  appearance,  and, 
after  assuring  me  that  the  bed  and  bedding 
were  thoroughly  aired,  recommended  me,  if 
I  felt  chilled  after  my  journey,  to  take  a 
little  hot  sal-volatile  and  water  ;  this  I 
politely  declined  ;  and  being  joined  by 
Horace  Beaufort,  was  by  him  conducted 
into  the  study,  to  be  introduced  to  my  new 
comrades.  Nothing  could  be  more  gratify- 
ing to  my  feelings  than  the  kind  manner  in 
which  one  and  all  greeted  me;  and,  as  studies 
were  over  for  the  day,  a  walk  into  Newbury 
was  suggested.  Heythrop,  who  was  devoted 
to  hunting,  excused  himself,  having  an  ap- 
pointment with  a  farmer  in  the  neighbour- 
hood to  look  at  a  promising  young  colt ; 
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his  coaching  ally,  young  Harry  Milner,  a 
first-rate  judge  of  horse-flesh,  was  to  accom- 
pany him  ;  the  two  Emeralders  had  promised 
to  pay  a  visit  to  Squire  Andrews,  respecting 
some  fishing ;  so  our  party  was  reduced  to 
Spencer  Atherston,  Horace  Beaufort,  and 
myself. 

I  have  already  hinted  that  the  former 
looked  upon  himself  as  a  perfect  lady-killer. 
His  first  object  was  to  take  us  to  a  milliner's 
shop  in  High- street,  which,  through  the 
assistance  of  the  French  master,  exhibi- 
ted a  brass  plate  over  the  door,  inscribed 
"  Majrasin  des  Modes."  Miss  Bew,  and  her 
sisters  Emma  and  Mary,  were  indisputably 
the  belles  of  Newbury ;  and,  had  I  not  still 
cherished  a  passion  for  my  lovely  Celine,  I 
might  have  fallen  a  victim  to  the  charms  of 
the  lovely  Charlotte,  for  so  the  elder  was 
named. 

"  Allow  me  to  introduce  the  Honourable 
Percy  Hamilton,"  said  Horace,  as  we  entered 
the  establishment.  The  young  ladies  smiled 
and  curtseyed.     As,  in  the  days  we  write  of, 
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guard  chains  were  almost  unknown,  and  a 
fine  riband  was  attached  to  every  gentle- 
man's watch,  I  was  compelled,  out  of  gal- 
lantry, to  purchase  one.  After  a  long 
dissertation  upon  colours,  a  light  blue- 
watered  silk  was  selected  by  Miss  Charlotte, 
who  was  obliging  enough  to  convert  it  into 
a  true-lover's  knot,  upon  which,  in  a  very 
tasty  manner,  were  displayed  my  seals  and 
key,  and  for  which  act  of  condescension  1 
was  called  upon  to  pay  the  sum  of  five 
shillings. 

"  What  a  lovely  smile  that  dear  creature 
Charlotte  has ! "  exclaimed  Spencer,  as  we 
left  the  domicile  of  the  Graces. 

"  Rather  dear  at  the  money,"  thought  I, 
as  I  placed  the  change  of  a  guinea  in  my 
purse,  knowing  by  fatal  experience  that  "  a 
guinea  changed  is  a  guinea  gone."  We 
then  proceeded  to  the  usual  lounges  of  a 
country  town — the  circulating  library  and 
reading-room,  where  I  entered  my  name  as 
a  subscriber ;  the  saddler's,  where  we  saw  a 
list  of  the  hunting  appointments ;  the  pastry 
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cook's,  where  we  drank  a  few  glasses  of 
cherry  brandy  ;  and  the  box-office  of  the 
theatre,  where  we  gave  orders  that  the 
play-bills  should  be  daily  sent  to  the 
Grove. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 

"  Days  free  from  thought,  and  nights  from  care." 

Walter  Scott. 

Studies  and  Sports  at  Donnington  Grove— Punctuality  the 
very  life  and  soul  of  the  establishment— Paddy  O'Hea's 
Irish  stories — Shooting  as  it  was,  and  as  it  is— A  Tandem 
drive  to  Maidenhead. 

Nothing  could  exceed  the  kindness  and 
attention  shown  to  me  as  a  new  comer,  both 
by  master  and  pupils.  The  system  adopted 
for  study  was  a  most  admirable  one ;  cer- 
tain duties  were  enforced,  and,  when  once 
carried  out,  we  were  left  free  for  the  re- 
mainder of  the  day.  By  rising  early  on  the 
days  we  were  to  enjoy  field-sports,  we  were 
enabled  to  go  through  the  best  part  of  our 
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work  before  breakfast,  and  whatever  re- 
mained to  be  done  was  to  be  finished  be- 
fore dinner.  As  this  was  an  honourable 
understanding,  it  was  always  acted  up  to. 
Upon  ordinary  occasions,  the  rule  was  that 
we  never  left  the  house  until  our  labours 
were  finished;  and,  like  the  laws  of  the 
Medes  and  the  Persians,  this  regulation  was 
never  broken.  Punctuality  was  the  order 
of  the  day ;  and,  as  habit  is  second  nature, 
we  soon  fell  into  it.  Generally  speaking, 
indeed,  we  were  assembled  for  morning  and 
evening  prayers  before  the  bell  rang ;  and 
as  upon  no  occasion  during  our  meals  was 
a  dish,  once  removed,  replaced  on  the  table, 
we  soon  found  it  to  be  our  interest  to  adopt 
what  is  now  termed  "  railway  time." 

I  remember  once  coming  in  from  cours- 
ing rather  late,  owing  to  a  fall  I  had  met 
with,  and  before  I  could  complete  my  toilet 
(for  our  tutor  insisted  upon  our  dressing 
every  day  for  dinner),  the  first  course  was 
about  to  be  removed.  My  comrades  had 
done  their  best  to  prolong  the  meal,  but  the 
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order  to  "  take  away  "  had  been  given.  As  I 
entered  the  room,  I  apologized  for  my  unin- 
tentional absence,  which  was  most  gra- 
ciously received.  Upon  taking  my  seat,  old 
Jerry  Curtis,  who  was  carrying  out  a  most 
savoury-smelling  piece  of  beef,  with  York- 
shire pudding  underneath  it,  slackened  his 
pace,  in  the  forlorn  hope  of  a  counter  order 
being  given,  but  not  a  word  was  said.  To 
a  famished  youth,  who  had  been  in  the  open 
air  for  three  hours,  the  trial  was  great  ; 
still  I  bore  it  patiently  ;  when,  to  my  great 
delight,  a  hare,  which  we  had  the  previous 
week  presented  to  our  master,  and  a 
huge  rice  pudding,  made  their  appear- 
ance. 

"  Some  hare,  Heythrop?"  said  the  Domi- 
nie, addressing  his  vice,  for  we  each  took 
that  post  of  honour  by  rotation. 

"  No,  thank  you,  Sir,  responded  the  well- 
bred  and  kind-hearted  youth. 

"  Horace  Beaufort,  shall  I  send  you 
some?" 

The  same  reply  was  given  by  him,  and  in 


PERCY    HAMILTON.  121 

fact  by  all  present,  who  were  determined  not 
to  partake  of  this  luxury  until  I  had  satis- 
fied my  cravings. 

"  Well,  then,  Percy,  you  will  have  it  all  to 
yourself,"  said  the  tutor,  good-humouredly ; 
and,  sending  me  a  most  plentiful  help,  asked 
me  to  drink  a  glass  of  wine  with  him. 
This  compliment  was  duly  appreciated  ; 
and,  while  my  comrades  were  slowly  eating 
their  pudding,  I  was  left  to  enjoy  a  most 
sumptuous  repast.  No  pack  of  currant- 
jelly  hounds,  after  a  run  of  five-and-twenty 
minutes,  ever  demolished  their  prey  with 
more  gusto  than  I  did  the  best  part  of  this 
unfortunate  puss.  I  ought,  in  justice  to 
my  mental  pastor,  to  say  he  was  not  aware 
that  I  had  met  with  an  accident  with  the 
greyhounds,  as  I  had  fallen  in  with  them  by 
chance,  while  having  an  hour's  ride  on  one 
of  Botham's  hacks.  The  one  hour  was 
of  course  extended  to  three:  and,  having 
slightly  maimed  myself  and  lamed  my  horse, 
I  was  unavoidably  late.  Indeed,  from  what 
I  afterwards  heard,  instead  of  a  particle  of 
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blame,  the  highest  commendation  was  due 
to  the  considerate  tutor,  who,  finding  I  was 
not  in  the  house  an  hour  before  dinner,  and 
suspecting  the  cause,  ordered  the  hare  to  be 
roasted.  By  these  means,  he  vindicated  his 
laws,  with  no  greater  punishment  to  the 
transgressor  than  the  fear  of  having  a  ban- 
yan day.  But  such  experiments  would  have 
been  dangerous  to  have  tried  a  second  time, 
as  on  the  occasion  I  refer  to  I  was  a  novice, 
and  allowance  was  made  for  me  upon  that 
ground.  It  was  our  custom  of  an  afternoon 
to  sit  for  half  an  hour  after  dinner,  during 
which  period  all  restraint  was  withdrawn, 
except  such  as  our  own  good  taste  sug- 
gested. It  was  then  that  the  genuine  son  of 
humour,  Paddy  O'Hea,  blundered  out  some 
of  his  best  stories,  and  which  produced  such 
an  effect  upon  all  our  risible  faculties,  that 
I  cannot  refrain  from  laying  them  before 
my  readers. 

"  I  was  at  the  Tipperary  assizes  last  year," 
said  Paddy  O'Hea;  "and,  when  the  prisoner 
at  the  bar  was  asked  by  the  learned  judge 
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whether  he  was  guilty  or  not  guilty,  replied, 
'  Please  your  worship  that's  just  what  you 
are  placed  there  to  find  out.'  The  trial 
proceeded,  and  at  the  conclusion,  the  judge, 
in  a  most  solemn  and  impressive  manner, 
said :  '  Prisoner  at  the  bar,  you  hear  the 
witness  swear  he  saw  you  steal  the  sheep.' 
'Faith,  and  is  it  all  that?'  responded  the 
culprit,  '  I'll  bring  two  men  to  swear  they 
did  not  see  me  steal  the  sheep.' " 

No  sooner  had  we  regained  our  self-pos- 
session, than  the  inexhaustible  story  re- 
counter  proceeded :  "I'll  tell  you  an  an- 
ecdote of  Sir  Edward — niver  mind  his  cog- 
nomen.— He  was  going  through  a  court- 
yard in  Dublin,  when  he  saw  a  pretty  girl 
filling  her  taa  kettle  from  the  pump.  '  My 
darling,'  said  he,  '  will  you  take  me  for  your 
husband  ?  '  'And  what  will  your  honour 
give  me?'  inquired  the  beautiful  gem  of  the 
Emerald  Isle.  'Give  you?  I'll  keep  you 
in  taa.'  'Well,  agreed,  it's  a  bargain,  and 
I'll  keep  your  honour  in  hot  water'  rejoined 
the  bare-footed  damsel,  as  the  worthy  baronet 
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skulked  off  crest-fallen,  at  the  naive  repartee 
of  the  uneducated  daughter  of  Erin." 

Our  readers  have  already  been  informed 
that  our  worthy  preceptor  was  a  great  ad- 
vocate for  field-sports ;  and  knowing  that 
the  majority  of  his  pupils  were  shortly  to 
enter  the  army,  we  were  permitted  to 
indulge  in  la  chasse,  which  comprehensive 
French  word  includes  hunting,  coursing,  and 
shooting.  Before,  however,  we  enter  into 
our  personal  prowess,  we  will  offer  some 
general  remarks  upon  sport  as  it  is  and 
sport  as  it  was. 

Among  the  gigantic  strides  that  the 
march  of  intellect  has  made,  there  are  few 
things  which  have  undergone  so  many  and 
so  great  changes  as  the  habits  and  pursuits 
of  the  present  generation,  compared  with 
those  of  their  predecessors.  Old  England 
is  as  unlike  Young  England  as  the  barrow- 
tone  notes  of  the  perambulating  dog's  meat 
woman  are  to  the  melodious  strains  of  the 
Swedish  Nightingale — as  the  old  flint  and 
steel  fowling-piece  is  to  the  modern    self- 
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priming  detonator — as  the  Hampton  Court 
holiday-van  is  to  my  Lord  Mayor's  state 
carriage — as  the  nickering  flame  of  a  far- 
thing rushlight  is  to  the  brilliancy  of  the  new 
electric  light — as  the  superannuated  watch- 
man is  to  the  wide-awake  Peeler — or  any 
other  "  caparison"  as  Mrs.  Malaprop  calls  it, 
that  may  suggest  itself  to  the  minds  of  our 
enlightened  readers. 

Sport  and  sporting  men  have  also  both 
undergone  considerable  changes ;  and  in 
some  respects  society  have  become  great 
gainers.  We  have  no  longer  the  hard-drink- 
ing, swearing,  snoring,  port  wine  bibbing 
country  squire  of  the  last  century  ;  whose 
rude  and  boisterous  inebriety,  obscene  mirth 
and  coarse  language,  scared  away  every  re- 
spectable female  from  the  drawing-room, 
after  the  guzzling  bout  had  terminated. 
But  in  their  place  we  have,  in  the  present 
day,  men,  and  right  trusty  and  gallant  sons 
of  Britain,  who  do  not  think  it  incompatible 
with  the  the  character  of  the  true  sportsman 
to  mix  in  social  intercourse  with  the  gentler 
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sex,  and  who  do  not  pride  themselves  upon 
being  four  or  five  bottle  men,  or  estimate 
their  worth  upon  the  quantity  of  wine  they 
can  imbibe ;  men  who  have  a  taste  for  other 
music  beside  that  of  the  tuneful  pack  or 
hunter's  horn  ;  men  who  do  not  confine 
their  literary  studies  to  the  ''Complete 
Farrier,"  or  "  Hints  upon  Horsemanship," 
and  who  prefer  the  quadrille,  mazurka, 
waltz,  or  polka,  of  modern  days,  to  the 
Cellarius  reel  of  more  sottish  times. 

As  a  set  off  to  these  advantages,  we  must 
in  candour  bring  forward  a  recent  system, 
which  certainly  deteriorates  from  the  sports 
of  our  ancestors,  and  which  is  one  of  the 
worst  importations  we  have  received  from 
the  Continent — we  allude  to  battues;  and, 
while  upon  this  subject,  we  shall  endeavour 
to  illustrate  past  and  present  shooting; 
thereby  proving  that,  in  one  respect,  we 
have  sadly  degenerated  from  the  truly 
English  manly  sport  of  bygone  days,  and 
showing  that  the  tame  six-barrelled  massacre 
of  our  times  cannot  be   compared  to  the 
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exhilarating,  rational,  healthy,  and  spirit- 
stirring  amusement  of  walking  up  your 
game,  instead  of  having  the  "bold  phea- 
sant?- y  our  country's  pride,"  driven  up  in  a 
corner,  to  be  slaughtered  wholesale  like 
barn-door  fowl. 

In  the  days  of  which  I  write,  the 
thorough-bred  sportsman  Avas  "  up  with 
the  lark "  to  partake  of  a  good  substan- 
tial breakfast  at  half-past  eight  o'clock  ; 
and  within  an  hour  the  shooters,  keepers, 
beaters,  and  dogs,  were  at  the  place  of 
meeting.  The  flints  were  then  looked  to  ; 
a  couple  of  shot  belts,  one  containing  small 
and  the  other  larger  shot,  were  crossed  over 
the  shoulders  of  the  gunner ;  while  his  spirit 
and  powder-flask,  wadding,  waterproof  lock 
cover,  knife — containing  gunpicker,  turn- 
screw,  punch,  fleam,  lancet,  button-hook, 
nail-file,  and  two  blades — were  deposited  in 
the  ample  pockets  of  his  fustian  shooting- 
jacket.  The  costume  consisted  of  the  above- 
named  habiliments,  made  easy  throughout, 
with  a  huge  hair  pocket  lined  with   oilskin  ; 
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velveteen  inexpressibles,  capped  at  the  knee 
with  leather;  laced  boots,  and  leather 
gaiters. 

"  It's  just  half-past  nine,  gentlemen," 
would  the  head  keeper  exclaim  ;  "I  think 
we  had  better  scour  the  wheat,  barley,  and 
bean  stubbles."  Ponto  and  Slattern  now 
took  the  field.  "  Steady !  "  The  old 
pointer  was  soon  seen  very  busy  with  his 
nose  and  tail,  feathering  as  he  hunted.  "  To- 
ho !  "  a  double  shot  was  heard,  and  a  bird 
fell  to  each  barrel.  "  Mark  them  under  the 
hedge,  to  the  left  of  the  hay-stack."  "  Hie 
away  !  good  dog  ;  "  and  a  move  of  the  hand 
to  Carlo,  a  celebrated  retriever,  sent  him 
off  like  the  wind ;  and  he  returned  with 
both  birds,  which  he  dropped  at  the  keeper's 
feet.  After  trying  some  half-dozen  stubbles, 
the  shooters  would  proceed  to  a  field  or  two 
of  turnips,  which  gave  excellent  sport ;  the 
covers  were  then  fairly  beaten,  and  every 
yard  made  good  by  men  and  dogs  ;  hares, 
rabbits,  pheasants,  and  woodcocks  fell  beneath 
the  unerring  aim  of  those  truly  English 
sportsmen. 
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If,  by  accident  or  design,  a  hen  was  killed, 

that  excellent  conventional  law,  or  rather 

the    mos  pro   lege,  was   carried  into   effect, 

and  a  fine  of  half-a-guinea  was  immediately 

paid.     At  one  o'clock,  some  home-brewed 

beer  and  bread  and  cheese  were  partaken  of 

by  the  whole  party  ;  the  gunners  devoting 

the  few  minutes  set  aside  for   this  humble 

repast  in  arranging  their  flints,  replenishing 

their  powder  flasks,  as  well  as  in  providing 

for  the  comforts  of  the  inward  man.     At  a 

little  after  four,  the  sports  of  the  day  were 

over,  and  at  a  quarter   before  six  a  good 

substantial   English    dinner  smoked  on  the 

board.  The  only  foreign  articles  that  graced 

the    table   were  some  bottles    of  exquisite 

Madeira  that  had  twice  crossed  the   seas  to 

the  Indies,  some  fine  flavoured  sherry,  some 

ma  "mums  a  discretion   or   indiscretion   (as 

the   case  might  be)    of  old  port,  five  and 

twenty  years  in  bottle. 

The  above  is  a  slight  sketch  of  a  day's 
shooting  at  the  beginning  of  the  present 
century  ;  let  us  now  turn  to  a  modern  battue. 

g3 
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From  ten  until  eleven  o'clock  the  sports- 
men stroll  leisurely  and  listlessly  into  the 
breakfast  room,  with  pampered  appetites,  to 
partake  of  a  mutton  cutlet  a  VIndienne,  a 
grilled  fowl,  a  broiled  bone,  or  a  rognon  au 
vin  de  Madcre.  A  chasse  of  liqueur  follows 
this  ;  and  at  half-past  eleven  the  different 
vehicles  are  at  the  door  to  convey  the  hardy 
sons  of  Britain  to  the  place  of  meeting. 
Here  some  three  or  four  dozen  men  are 
congregated,  to  act  as  beaters  and  loaders. 
Each  sportsman  has  a  party  allotted  to  him  ; 
some  to  drive  the  game  up  to  him,  others 
to  pick  it  up,  some  to  carry  his  two  extra 
guns,  and  others  to  load  for  him.  The 
sportsmen  then  place  themselves  at  the  end 
of  a  preserve,  which  is  beat  so  thoroughly 
by  a  well-kept  line  armed  with  long  poles, 
that  scarcely  a  hare  can  escape  to  the  rear. 
The  whirring  noise  of  the  scared  pheasant 
is  heard,  who  finds  the  place  of  his  abode 
too  hot  to  hold  him ;  escaping,  however, 
from  Scylla  he  strikes  against  Charybdis ; 
or,  to  use  a  more  homely  simile,  he  gets  from 
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the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  ;  for  no  sooner 
does  he  quit  his  native  woods,  than  his  un- 
compromising enemy — man — waylays  him. 
The  firing  then  commences.  Each  gunner 
blazes  away  his  six  barrels  as  fast  as  they 
can  be  loaded.  Indiscriminate  slaughter 
ensues,  no  gallantry  being  paid  to  the  female 
sex ;  and,  before  the  covers  are  shot  out  in 
this  un-Englishman  like  manner,  a  thousand 
head  of  game  are  paraded  in  triumph  upon 
the  lawn,  as  trophies  of  the  day's  sport. 

Instead  of  dining  at  a  reasonable  hour, 
such  as  our  fathers  were  wont  to  do,  tea 
and  bread  and  butter  with  the  ladies  having 
been  partaken  of  by  many  a  hungry  sports- 
man on  his  return  at  five  o'clock,  the  grand 
meal  is  not  served  until  near  eight ;  when, 
instead  of  the  old  October  ale,  the  port, 
sherry,  Madeira,  roast-beef,  and  homely  fare 
of  our  ancestors,  may  be  found  dishes  with 
inexplicable  names,  dressed  by  foreign 
artists,  with  wines  better  suited  to  the  sunny 
lands  of  France,  or  Italy,  than  to  the  foggy, 
cold  climate  of  Britain.       One  word  more, 
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and  we  have  done  with  the  modern  inno- 
vation, the  battue.  In  this  country  it  has  not 
even  the  excitement,  or  daring,  of  the  foreign 
one  to  commend  it.  In  India,  we  read  of 
the  hair-breadth  escapes  of  the  hunters  from 
the  attacks  of  the  savage  animals  in  the 
Hunquah.  In  Sweden,  the  Skalls,  as  they  are 
termed,  are  replete  with  interest,  and  often 
with  great  danger :  for  the  bear,  when 
goaded  by  the  fire  of  his  assailants,  attempts 
to  break  the  line,  and  occasions  serious  ac- 
cidents. The  human  cordon  once  broken, 
the  utmost  confusion  arises ;  bears,  elks, 
wolves,  lynxes,  foxes,  being  indiscriminately 
mixed  with  the  bold  invaders.  In  Hungary, 
Germany,  and  France,  the  chassew*  also 
runs  the  risk  of  being  brought  into 
personal  conflict  with  a  wild  boar,  or  wolf, 
which  renders  his  position  anxious  and 
perilous;  while,  in  our  own  snug  little 
island,  no  mischief  can  accrue  to  the  sports- 
man in  the  pursuit  of  this  tame  amusement, 
if  he  is  fortunate  enough  to  escape  tripping 
over  the  multitudes   of  timid  hares,    or   to 
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avert  an  avalanche  of  feathers  when  a  bouquet 
of  pheasants  falls  down  upon  his  devoted 
head. 

But  I   have   digressed;    so,    as    Spenser 
writes  in  his  "Faerie  Queene," 

"Now  turn  again  my  teme   (or  rather  theme)  thou  jolly 
swaine, 
Backe  to  the  furrow  which  I  lately  left," 

and  bring  my  readers  to  Donnington 
Grove,  where,  in  addition  to  the  sport  of 
shooting,  I  might,  in  the  words  of  the  above 
quoted  poetical  authority,  add — 


"  Sometimes,  I  hunt  the  fox  and  hare  ; 
Another  while  I  baytes  and  nets  display, 
The  fishes  to  beguyle," 


for  fox  and  hare -hunting,  coursing  and 
fishing,  were  all  practised  in  their  turn  by 
my  young  comrades  and  myself  during  our 
leisure  hours.  Botham  of  the  Pelican,  and 
a  dealer  in  the  town,  whose  name  has 
escaped  my  memory,  or  I  would  have  im- 
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mortalized  him  in  these  memoirs  as  a  first- 
rate  judge  of  horse  flesh,  furnished  us  with 
hunters,  hacks,  gigs,  and  tandems,  at  rea- 
sonable prices ;  and  as  some  of  us  (Hey- 
throp  in  particular)  were  always  in  the 
first  flight,  we  occasionally  were  the  means 
of  selling  the  animals  ridden  by  us  to  a 
tolerable  advantage  to  the  owner.  I  recol- 
lect a  bay  mare,  called  Sultana,  that  the 
above-mentioned  nobleman  set  the  whole 
field  with,  at  a  yawning  brook,  realizing  a 
hundred  guineas  at  the  termination  of  the 
run,  when  sixty  pounds  would  readily  have 
been  taken  for  her  at  the  beginning  of  it : 
and  a  thorough-bred  chestnut  gelding,  called 
Cornelian,  upon  which  I  was  fortunate 
enough  to  get  a  good  start,  and  keep 
through  a  smartish  burst  of  five  and-twenty 
minutes,  was  sold  to  a  young  Oxonian  for 
ninety  guineas,  when  fifty,  the  day  before, 
would  not  have  been  refused.  A  month 
before  the  hunting  season  had  terminated, 
Heythrop  had  an  offer  of  the  loan  of  three 
well-bred  but  raw  horses  for  the  finish  of  it- 
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This  he  declined,  not  having  the  means  to 
keep  a  stable  of  hunters  ;  and,  strange  to 
relate,  within  fifteen  months  he  was  the 
owner  of  two  out  of  the  lot,  Abelard  and 
Marmion  ;  upon  one  of  which  he  larked  over 
the  "  bull-fincher "  from  the  road  into  the 
park,  at  Brussels,  followed  by  a  body  of 
keepers  and  soldiers,  and  was  out  at  the 
opposite  end  before  his  pursuers  could  ap- 
proach him ;  and  on  the  other,  he  was  in 
the  act  of  leaping  a  small  grip,  on  the  16th 
of  June,  1815,  in  conveying  an  order  from 
his  general  to  one  of  the  regiments  engaged, 
when  a  bullet  from  the  pistol  of  a  straggling 
Frenchman  deprived  him  of  life,  and  the 
country  of  the  services  of  a  brave  young 
soldier,  the  promise  of  whose  spring  bid  fair 
to  have  made  him  a  bright  ornament  in  the 
military  profession. 

Such  was  the  fate  of  one  of  my  comrades, 
which  mournful  circumstance  I  may  again 
touch  upon  in  the  development  of  this  me- 
moir; but  I  will  for  the  present  content 
myself  with  saying  that  a  kinder-hearted  or 
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more  unaffected  nobleman  never  existed. 
His  loss  was  acutely  felt,  not  alone  by 
his  relatives,  but  by  his  numerous  friends, 
of  whom  I  ranked  myself  as  one  of  the 
dearest.  As  a  sportsman,  poor  Heythrop 
would  have  turned  out  brilliantly  ;  he  pos- 
sessed quickness,  courage,  and  judgment; 
and,  when  his  exuberant  spirits  had  been 
softened  down  a  little  by  time  and  reflection, 
and  he  had  been  fully  taught  the  truth  of 
the  old  saying,  "  It's  the  pace  that  kills,"  he 
would  have  been  a  difficult  man  to  beat  over 
any  country.  To  see  this  highly-favoured 
youth  mounted  on  a  favourite  hunter,  called 
"  Woodpecker,"  and  who  fully  realized  Vir- 
gil's description  of  a  fine  horse — 

"  Ardua  cervix, 
Argutumque  caput,  brevis  alvus,  obesaque  terga, 
Luxuriatque  toris,  animosum  pectis," 

would  have  been  a  study  worthy  of  Frank 
Grant's  pencil.  The  animal  was  perfect  to 
look  at ;  while  the  rider,  with  his  handsome 
face  and  fine  figure,  had  evidently,  in  his 
dress,  borne  in  mind  the  lines  of  Cicero — 
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"  Adhibenda  est  munditia,  non  odiosa,  neque 
Exquisata  nimis,  tantum  quse  fugiat  agrestem, 
Ac  inlmmanam  negligentiam." 

Return  we  to  Doddington  Grove,  where  an 
event  occurred  which  created  a  consider- 
able degree  of  merriment,  but  which  at 
one  time  threatened  to  lower  me  in  the 
estimation  of  my  aristocratic  comrades. 
The  Royal  Staghounds  were  advertised  to 
meet  at  Maidenhead  Thicket ;  and  as  Hey- 
throp  was  desirous  of  again  seeing  some  of 
his  old  Eton  friends,  it  was  arranged  that 
he,  Horace  Beaufort,  and  myself,  should 
arrange  with  our  tutor  to  grant  us  a  holiday 
for  the  day  in  question.  This  was  readily 
assented  to,  and  we  immediately  entered 
into  arrangements  to  carry  our  plans  into 
operation.  A  dog-cart,  which  carried  two 
in  front  and  two  behind,  was  engaged;  and 
the  dealer  I  have  before  alluded  to,  agreed 
to  horse  it,  tandem  fashion,  to  the  Sun  Inn 
at  Maidenhead,  where  our  hunters  were  to 
be  sent  on  over  night,  and  where  we  were  to 
breakfast. 
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The  morning  at  length  arrived,  and,  as 
we  had  thirty  miles  to  drive,  we  were  up, 
dressed,  and  off  at  half-past  six  o'clock.  We 
had  drawn  lots  for  the  stages  we  were  each 
to  drive,  having  divided  them  as  nearly  as 
possible  into  three  equal  parts.  Horace 
Beaufort  drew  the  first,  I  the  middle,  and 
Heythrop  the  last  ground.  Little  occurred 
during  our  journey  worthy  of  mention.  We 
nearly  escaped  one  "  early  purl,"  while  pull- 
ing up  to  regale  ourselves  with  a  glass  of  its 
namesake  at  a  wayside  public-house ;  the 
leader,  probably  thirsty  himself,  would  turn 
round,  and  stare  Horace  Beaufort  in  the 
face.  Going  through  Reading,  when  I  had 
the  reins,  the  wheeler,  who  had  been  in  the 
habit  of  posting  between  Newbury  and  that 
town,  stopped  suddenly  at  the  Bear  Inn,  and 
hugged  the  painted  sign-post  so  closely,  that 
we  all  thought  we  should  never  escape  its 
clutches.  "  Two  horses  on,  sir,"  asked  the 
ostler.  "You'll  never  get  that  old  blind 
mare  to  the  next  stage,"  exclaimed  a  horse- 
keeper.     "  Please  to  alight,  gentlemen?"  in- 
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quired  the  slip-shod  waiter,  "  nice  fire  in  the 
parlour." 

In  the  mean  time,  Heythrop  had  jumped 
down,  and  applying  his  hunting-whip  to  the 
obstinate  and  indiscriminating  animal,  who 
had  only  come  seven  instead  of  seventeen 
miles,  succeeded  in  getting  her  to  start  ; 
and,  the  steam  once  up,  away  we  went  at 
the  rate  of  twelve  miles  an  hour :  but  the 
purblind  creature  would  have  her  revenge, 
for  failing  in  her  attempt  to  get  snugly  en- 
stalled  in  her  old  quarters  at  the  Bear,  she 
shied  at  an  old  apple- woman's  stall,  upset 
it,  and  cost  us  a  crown  peace  to  appease  the 
rising  wrath  of  this  rural  purveyor  of  oranges; 
nor  was  Heythrop  doomed  to  escape  without 
some  little  accident,  for  in  attempting  to  pull 
up  at  the  Coach  and  Horses,  on  Maidenhead 
Thicket,  for  the  purpose  of  getting  a  smile 
from  the  fair  Venus  of  the  bar,  the  lovely 
Sarah  Sadbroke,  the  rein  got  under  the 
leader's  tail,  and  set  him  kicking  in  so  fright- 
fill  a  manner,  as  to  create  the  greatest 
anxiety  for  our  safety.  The  low-born  country 
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lass,  unlike  a  tcnvn-bred  lady,  did  not  think 
it  necessary  to  go  off  in  hysterics,  or  sham 
a  feint,  but  calling  to  the  ostler  to  sieze  the 
refractory  leader,  she  herself  caught  hold  of 
the  wheeler,  and  thus  saved  us  from  further 
danger.  Heythrop  was  all  gratitude  to  the 
heroine  of  the  way-side  public  house,  who  it 
turned  out,  had  been  a  great  favourite  of  his 
and  his  compatriots  when  the  establishment 
to  which  we  now  belonged,  at  Donnington 
Grove,  had  been  carried  on  at  Littlewick 
Green.  Old  Sadbroke  now  made  his  ap- 
pearance, supported  on  crutches — a  victim 
to  grog  and  gout,  as  the  bloated  face  and 
bandaged  legs  too  plainly  showed. 

"  I'm  delighted  to  see  you,  my  Lord," 
said  the  hobbling  landlord ;  "  I  hope  your 
respected  tutor,  and  all  the  young  gentle- 
men who  were  with  him  on  the  green,  are 
quite  well." 

"  We  are  all  in  great  force  ;  but  we  have 
some  new  fellows  since  we  were  here.  Allow 
me  to  introduce  the  Honourable  Percy 
Hamilton,  Cornet  in  the  Blues,  and  Horace 
Beaufort, — both    good   men  and    true." 


PEKCY    HAMILTON.  141 

"Proud  to  make  their  acquaintances,"  re- 
plied Sadbroke ;  "  but  won't  you  walk  into 
the  bar,  gentlemen?" 

"  I  will  for  one,"  exclaimed  Heythrop, 
"  and  have  a  glass  of  the  Littlewick  mixture 
for  auld  lang  syne." 

"SareA/"  exclaimed  her  father,  "three 
glasses  of  the  mixture;  make  it  nice  and 
strong." 

The  blushing  girl  ran  off  to  obey  her 
parent's  mandate,  and  was  soon  busily  em- 
ployed in  concocting  the  favourite  bever- 
age. 

In  the  mean  time,  our  host  recounted 
many  piquant  anecdotes  of  the  pranks 
played  off  in  the  neighbourhood  by  Mr. 
Knollys'  young  gentlemen.  How  they 
used  to  drive  the  mails  at  an  awful  pace 
from  Maidenhead  to  the  green,  to  the  alarm 
of  the  passengers;  how  they  were  wont, 
like  "  eagles  in  a  dove-cot,"  to  flutter  poor 
Lady  Dorchester's  pigeons,  and  then  lie 
in  wait  to  bring  them  down  with  unerring 
aim ;  how  they  occasionally  forgot  the  rule 
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of  meum  and  tmim,  and  killed  a  stray 
pheasant  or  hare,  on  their  road  home  after 
a  day  with  the  blue  rocks.  But  the  history 
of  these  was  put  an  end  to  by  the  return 
of  the  blushing  cup-bearer,  who  presented 
to  each  of  us  a  glass  of  the  most  delicious 
nectar.  Our  reckoning  was  now  paid, 
despite  of  the  remonstrance  of  the  liberal 
landlord,  who  assured  us  that  we  were  as 
welcome  as  the  flowers  in  May,  and  that  he 
had  looked  upon  Lord  Heythrop  as  an  old 
and  honoured  guest.  Old  Sadbroke  had 
been  thanked,  the  ostler  had  been  fee'd,  the 
lovely  Sarah  had  returned  a  winning  smile 
to  the  farewell  of  our  young  dragsman,  and 
away  we  went  at  a  smartish  trot  towards 
Maidenhead. 
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CHAPTER  VII. 

"  Vocat  ingenti  clamore  Cithseron 
Taygetique  canes." 

Virgil,  Geokg. 

"  Sometimes  with  early  morn  we  mounted  gay 
The  hunter  steed,  exulting  o'er  the  dale, 
And  drew  the  roseate  breath  of  orient  day." 

Castle  of  Indolence. 

Breakfast  at  Maidenhead — An  unexpected  arrival — A  day 
with  the  Royal  staghounds — Dinner  at  Salthill — The  late 
Theodore  Hook,  and  the  Reverend  Edward  Cannon. 

After  a  somewhat  perilous  tandem  jour- 
ney, we  arrived  safe  at  the  Sun  Inn,  Mai- 
denhead; at  the  door  of  this  celebrated 
caravansary,  a  crowd  of  grooms  of  all  classes 
were  assembled,  waiting  their  masters'  ar- 
rival.    There  might  be  seen  the  plain,  neat, 
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well-dressed  men  from  the  royal  stables  at 
Windsor,  forming  a  strong  contrast  to  the 
showy,  gaudy  costume  of  the  London  East- 
ender,  whose  sky-blue  livery  coat,  with  red 
collar,  bedizened  with  silver  lace,  hat-band 
and  rattlins  of  the  same  metal,  showed  that 
he  belonged  to  some  wealthy  stock-broker, 
or  rich  Orientalist.  The  real  Meltonian, 
with  (as  the  man  says  in  the  play)  "a  soul 
above  buttons  " — livery  ones  at  least,  dressed 
in  the  simplest  style,  with  nothing  save  a 
knowing  look  to  mark  his  calling,  stood  by  the 
side  of  the  horse  chaunter's  man  of  all  work, 
whose  slouched  hat,  ill-shapen  coat,  bright 
yellow  Belcher  handkerchief,  loose  cord  small 
clothes,  and  unpolished  boots,  gave  one  the 
idea  that  the  emporiums  of  Monmouth-street, 
or  the  Seven  Dials,  had  furnished  his  attire. 
The  military  bat- man,  with  tall,  erect 
figure ;  the  fashionable  West-end  light  weight, 
who,  on  the  principle  of  "  like  master  like 
man,"  turned  out  in  the  perfection  of  ele- 
gance; the  rural  yahoo,  who  had  to  attend 
to  his  master's  hunter  and  the  plough  team ; 
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the  country  gentleman's  sleek-headed,  tun- 
bellied,  rosy-faced  groom ;  the  horse-dealer's 
helper,  all  were  anxiously  looking  out  for 
their  respective  employers.  As  we  drove 
into  the  inn-yard  at  a  rattling  pace,  the 
crowd  made  way  for  us,  very  much  after  the 
same  manner  that  they  would  have  done  if 
a  mad  bull  had  made  its  appearance  among 
their  ranks.  "  Stand  back,  Sam,"  "  Give 
'em  plenty  of  room ;"  "  Regular  Oxford 
swells !"  exclaimed  sundry  voices  as  we  pulled 
up  at  the  door  of  the  Sun. 

We  descended  from  our  vehicle,  were 
warmly  welcomed  by  the  landlord,  who  had 
known  Heythrop  when  at  Littlewick  Green, 
and  were  shown  into  the  front  parlour, 
where  already  were  assembled  some  old  Eto- 
nians anxiously  awaiting  our  arrival.  Horace 
Beaufort  and  myself  were  introduced  to  these 
young  scions  of  nobility :  breakfast  was 
ordered,  our  grooms  were  sent  for,  and  we  had 
just  commenced  an  attack  upon  the  eggs  and 
bacon,  mutton  chops,  grilled  bones,  broiled 
kidneys,  hot  toast,  and  muffins,  when  the  door 
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opened,  and,  to  my  great  horror,  Frank  Al- 
derson  and  his  hoaxing  friend,  Billy  Sanders, 
were  announced — the  former  covered  from 
head  to  foot  with  mud,  looking  as  if  he  had 
lately  emerged  from  Charvey  ditch;  and  so 
he  literally  had,  as  I  gleaned  from  his 
reply,  when  after  introducing  him  to  my 
friends  and  new  acquaintances,  I  inquired 
how  he  came  to  be  in  such  a  plight.  "  So 
soon  as  I  came  beyond  Eton  my  steed  threw 
me  on0  in  a  slough  of  mire,"  responded  the 
stage-struck  hero;  "and  here  I  am,  like 
that  dear  and  true  industrious  friend,  Sir 
Walter  Blunt,  new  lighted  from  my  horse, 
stained  with  the  variation  of  each  soil." 

"  We  had  a  regular  lark — mud  lark  one 
ought  to  say,"  chimed  in  his  friend  Billy, 
"  for,  wishing  to  make  a  day  of  it,  we  came 
per  coach  to  Colnbrook,  rode  round  by 
Windsor  and  Eton,  and,  as  we  passed  the 
college,  two  dare-devil  youngsters  chal- 
lenged us  to  follow  them  across  the  country 
to  Slough,  and  certainly  my  friend  Alderson 
gained  that  spot  in  a  wonderful  short  time, 
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having  been  pitched  into  it  within  a  field  of 
starting ;  I,  like  a  second  Dick  Turpin,  took 
to  the  road,  and  have  only  been  guilty  of  a 
slight  misdemeanour — that  of  carrying  off 
a  considerable  quantity  of  dust  and  dirt,  in 
despite  of  the  following  notice;"  and  here 
the  wag  produced  from  his  great-coat  pocket 
a  small  board,  upon  which  was  painted  "  By 
order  of  the  Commissioners,  any  person 
taking  dirt  off  this  road  will  be  prosecuted 
according  to  law."  While  this  not  very 
prepossessing  conversation  was  being  car- 
ried on,  I  watched  the  countenances  of  Hey- 
throp  and  my  Donnington  friends,  as  well 
as  those  of  the  aristocratic  Etonians,  and,  to 
adopt  an  American  phrase,  all  looked  "  con- 
siderably ryled,"  at  the  unwelcome  intru- 
sion. 

"  But,  Percy,"  continued  Alderson,  "  how 
dost,  my  boy  ?  We  saw  your  arrival  from 
our  room,  and,  knowing  the  house  was  full, 
I  ventured  to  seek  you  out,  and  take  you 
where  both  fire  and  food  were  ready." 

I  thanked  him  for  his  kindness,  but  fear 
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that  my  features  were  not  set  to  my  tongue, 
for  I  saw  that  both  my  old  London  compa- 
nions looked  hurt  at  my  manner. 

"  I'm  starving  with  cold  and  hunger,"  in- 
terrupted  Sanders. 

"  In  fellow,  there,"  responded  his  friend, 
pointing  to  the  opposite  room;  "  and,  as  the 
world  is  cheered  by  the  sun,  it  will  soon  keep 
thee  warm." 

To  my  eternal  shame  be  it  spoken,  the 
crest-fallen  heroes,  frozen  by  my  chilly 
manner,  were  about  to  take  their  leave, 
when  one  of  the  old  Etonians,  Edgar  Stan- 
ley by  name,  came  forward,  and  in  the  best- 
bred  manner  imaginable,  urged  the  new 
comers  to  sit  down,  and  partake  of  our  break- 
fast. "  Waiter,"  continued  Stanley,  "bring 
in  more  mutton-chops  and  "broiled  bones, 
lay  two  places,  and  empty  the  whole  of  the 
contents  of  the  caddy  into  the  tea-pot."  The 
ice  once  broken,  the  conversation  went  on 
swimmingly ;  young  Stanley's  good  example 
being  followed  by  all  Lthe  party,  who  now 
vied    with    each    other  in   paying     every 
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courtesy  to  the  guests.  I  was,  as  the  illi- 
terate say,  completely  "  struck  of  a  heap'' 
at  the  miraculous  change  that  had  taken 
place,  and  was  not  enlightened  upon  the 
subject  until  I  heard  Edgar  Stanley  talking 
to  Alderson  in  most  rapturous  terms  of  the 
beauty  of  a  young  actress  who  had  lately 
made  her  appearance  on  the  winter  boards. 
"  Seaton  and  I  posted  up  twice  last  week, 
from  Oxford"  said  the  infatuated  youth, 
"  to  see  the  lovely  creature." 

"  Indeed,"  responded  Frank,  again  calling 
Shakspeare  to  his  aid,  "  but  this  exceeding 
posting  day  and  night  must  wear  your 
spirits  low." 

"  Rather    so  ;    but   I    still  hope." 

"  Hope  is  a  lover's  staff ;"  interrupted 
Frank ;  "  walk  hence  with  that,  and  manage 
it  against  despairing  thoughts." 

"  But,"  continued  Edgar,  "  I  hear  from 
your  friend,  Mr.  Sanders,  that  you  have 
the  entry  of  the  green-rooms.  What 
would  I  not  give  to  be  introduced  to  my 
charmer !" 
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"  I  will  do  all  my  abilities  in  thy  behalf — 
it  shall  be  done;"  responded  Alderson  in  a 
most  pompous  tragic  style . 

This  conversation  was  interrupted  by  the 
entrance  of  the  waiter,  informing  us  that 
the  hounds  were  now  on  their  way  through 
the  town  to  the  thicket.  The  "  boots" 
brought  in  a  brush,  and  proceeded  to  remove 
some,  of  the  now  dried  mud  off  Alderson's 
red  coat  and  hat,  and,  having  mounted  our 
steeds,  we  started  off  to  join  the  concourse 
of  sportsmen  assembled  at  the  place  of  meet- 
ing on  Maidenhead  Thicket,  As  Heythrop 
was  a  thorough  sportsman,  he  addressed 
a  few  words  to  us,  telling  us  that  if 
we  separated,  which  was  not  unlikely, 
Bothain's,  at  Salthill,  was  to  be  the  rendez- 
vous :  he  politely  invited  Alderson  and  San- 
ders to  join  our  party  at  dinner  there,  as 
soon  as  we  could  assemble  after  the  hunt, 
and  then  joining  Sharpe,  the  huntsman, 
occupied  himself  entirely  with  the  thought 
of  the  sports.  Horace  Beaufort,  the  old 
Etonians,   (with   the    exception  of    Edgar 
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Stanley,  who  still  devoted  himself  to  Frank 
Alderson  and  his  shadow  Billy),  and  myself, 
kept  near  Heythrop,  knowing  that,  like  the 
Quaker  in  Tom  Dibdin's  charming  ballad, 
he  would  be  "  first  in  the  throng."  In  the 
mean  time,  we  kept  an  eye  upon  the  Shaks- 
perian  hero  and  the  hoaxer,  both  of  whom 
were  indulging  in  their  usual  propensities. 
*'  Hark !"  exclaimed  the  former,  "  a  cry  more 
tuneable  was  never  halloo1  d  to,  nor  cheered 
with  horn." 

"  Hold  hard,  gentlemen !"  shouted  Sharpe. 
The  deer  had  now  nearly  gained  the  limit  of 
law,  the  hounds  were  about  to  be  laid  en, 
when  Sanders  made  a  start,  amidst  the 
yells  of  the  assembled  sportsmen,  followed 
by  Alderson,  who  in  a  stentorian  voice 
shouted  forth  the  following  words  of  the 
hero  of  St.  Albans  battle :  "  Hold,  Sanders, 
seek  thee  out  some  other  chase,  for  I  my- 
self must  hunt  this  deer  to  death !" 

"  Hold  hard!"  repeated  a  dozen  voices. 
Finding  how  unavailable  was  this  appeal, 
Sharpe   now  laid  on  the  hounds,  and  away 
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they  went  at  a  rattling  pace  ;  Heythrop, 
Horace  Beaufort,  the  huntsman,  Edgar 
Stanley,  and  myself  in  the  first  flight.  We 
came  to  an  awkward- looking  rail,  with  a  deep 
ditch  on  the  opposite  side;  Frank  and  his 
friend  were  in  the  act  of  craning  when  we 
approached  it ;  our  presence  seemed  to  arouse 
the  courage  of  the  former,  who,  trotting  back 
some  thirty  yards,  charged  it  gallantly,  ex- 
claiming— 

"  For  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  runs  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain." 

But,  unfortunately,  the  horse,  more  accus- 
tomed to  the  road  than  rail,  hit  the  top  bar, 
and  threw  his  rider  into  the  overflowing 
ditch. 

"  A  swallow!"  cried  Billy,  "  more  like  a 
crane  and  a  duck  V1  After  this  sally  of  wit, 
we  rode  gallantly  on,  leaving  the  immersed 
spouter  of  Shakspeare  to  undergo  the  hy- 
dropathic system. 

Billy  Sanders,  delighted  at  so  legitimate 
an   opportunity  of    giving   up   the    chase, 
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namely  that  of  assisting  his  friend,  alighted 
from  his  horse,  and,  with  the  aid  of  two 
country  labourers,  succeeded  in  extricating 
Alderson  from  his  perilous  situation.  '  I 
had  been  drowned,"  he  exclaimed,  "  but  that 
the  shore  was  shelvy  and  shallow."  The  two 
friends  now  mounted  their  horses,  and  trot- 
ted back  to  Colnbrook,  where,  after  changing 
their  clothes,  and  refreshing  themselves  with 
a  couple  of  glasses  of  hot  brandy -and- water, 
they  hired  a  post  chaise,  and  proceeded  to 
Botham's,  at  Salthill,  to  await  our  arrival. 

I  pass  over  our  day's  sport,  which  was 
splendid ;  the  deer  having  been  headed  near 
Ascot  Heath,  made  the  best  of  his  way 
towards  Langley  Broom,  and  was  taken 
before  he  could  cross  the  river  near  Datchet. 
Here  Heythrop,  who  had  kept  in  the  front 
rank  during  the  day,  awaited  the  arrival  of 
those  who,  including  myself,  had  been  un- 
fortunately thrown  out,  and  we  then  pro- 
ceeded through  Windsor  and  Eton  to  Salt- 
hill.  As  a  matter  of  course  a  visit  was  paid 
to  the  "  Christopher,"  where  all  our  young 
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friends  were  treated  to  cherry-brandy  and 
liqueurs.  Upon  reaching  Salt-hill,  we  found 
Frank  Alderson  and  the  hoaxer  at  the  door 
of  Botham's.  in  company  with  a  gentleman 
whose  face  was  familiar  to  me,  but  whose 
name  I  could  not  at  the  moment  remember. 

"  I  believe  you  have  met  Theodore  Hook 
before,"  said  Alderson,  looking  delighted  at 
being  on  intimate  terms  with  one  of  the 
"  lions"  of  that  and  many  a  day  since.  "Mr. 
Hook,  Mr.  Percy  Hamilton,"  said  Alderson, 
as  he  presented  that  hoaxer  of  hoaxers, 
upon  whose  model,  Billy  Sanders  had  at- 
tempted to  build  up  a  structure. 

"Ask  him  and  his  friend  to  dinner;" 
whispered  Heythrop,  "  and  pray  introduce 
us  all."  This  ceremony  duly  performed,  I 
ventured  to  ask  the  wit,  to  whom  I  had  been 
introduced  by  my  uncle,  at  a  fete  at  Vaux- 
hall  Gardens,  to  join  our  party  at  dinner. 

"  I  should  have  the  greatest  pleasure," 
responded  Hook,  with  a  good-humoured 
chuckle,  "  but  I'm  on  my  road  to  London 
with  a  friend,  a  minor  Cannon,  though  a 
great  gun  in  his  way,  I  assure  you." 
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"  Bring  him  by  all  means,"  I  replied,  a 
sentence  which  was  echoed  by  every  voice. 

"  Spike  him,"  said  Sanders,  sotto  voce, 
somewhat  subdued  at  the  presence  of  a 
master  spirit,  "  and  that  will  prevent  his 
going  off" 

"True;"  responded  Theodore,  "  but  then 
he  would  be  unable  to  give  a  good  report  of 
himself;  but  here  he  comes  ready  charged  to 
fire  a  broadside  at  me  for  keeping  him 
waiting." 

"  Why  Hookems,"  exclaimed  the  new 
comer,  "  the  chaise  has  been  ready  these  ten 
minutes — a  regular  dice-box  on  wheels;  it 
will  rattle  our  bones  to  death.  It  will  be 
dusk  before  we  get  over  the  heath ;  and  if, 
like  Major  Sturgeon,  Lieutenant  Tripe,  and 
Ensign  Pattypan,  we  are  attacked  and 
robbed,  we  shan't  find  hilling  no  murder,  as 
you  make  it  out." 

This  allusion  to  Hook's  popular  farce 
drew  one  of  the  most  good-humoured  smiles 
from  the  author,  who  continued,  "I  am 
quite  ready,  Dean ;  but  as  these  gentlemen," 
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pointing  to  Alderson  and  Sanders,  "are 
returning  to  town  after  dinner,  and  as  they 
have  been  kind  enough  to  press  us  to  stay, 
and  as  it  will  probably  be  my  last  visit  here 
before  I  sail  for  the  Mauritius,  I  should  have 
liked  to  have  accepted  their  invitation,  espe- 
cially as  the  bill  of  fare  includes  eels  stewed, 
spitch-cock  and  plain,  flounders  in  water  zu- 
chet,  a  boiled  round  of  beef,  roast  pork" — 
Cannon's  face  brightened  up — "besides,"  con- 
tinued Hook,  "  Botham  has  promised  some  of 
his  magnums  of  port:  but  you  are  right,  I  sup- 
pose we  must  be  off.  I  fear  we  shall  be  too 
late  for  our  engagement  with  Barham ;  but 
we  can  always  get  a  chop  at  the  Piazza." 

"  Dinner's  ready,  gentlemen,"  said  the 
waiter,  as  the  landlord,  attended  by  three  or 
four  "  waiters,"  appeared  in  the  passage  with 
sundry  tin-covered  dishes.  The  fume  of 
the  edibles  was  more  than  the  hungry  Dean 
could  resist :  he  at  once  yielded  to  his 
friend's  suggestion,  and  in  a  few  seconds  was 
seated  on  the  right  of  Heythrop,  whom  we 
had  voted  to  the  chair.       Hook  was  on  his 
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left,  and  the  rest  of  the  party  formed  the 
circle,  in*  that  most  sociable  of  all  boards — 
a  round  table.  The  dinner  went  off  admira- 
bly; mirth-moving  jest,  repartee,  anecdote 
prevailed.  Theodore,  who  was  at  that  time 
the  pet  of  the  performers,  told  us  stories  of 
the  green  room ;  while  Cannon  repeated  the 
sayings  and  doings  of  the  rising  sun,  the 
Prince  Regent,  with  whom  he  was  then  upon 
the  most  intimate  terms — we  say  then,  for 
shortly  afterwards  a  breach  took  place,  more 
in  this  instance  owing  to  the  fault  of  the 
reverend  gentleman,  than  to  the  caprice  of 
the  heir  apparent  to  the  throne. 

The  Prince  was  passionately  fond  of 
music,  and  was  one  day  accompanying  with 
his  voice  the  Dean,  who  was  at  the  organ, 
when  the  former  trumpeted  forth  his  own 
musical  powers,  in  rather  too  strong  a  man- 
ner for  his  sometimes  captious  protege. 
Cannon  replied  in  a  manner  that  so  offended 
the  royal  ears,  accustomed  as  they  were 
to  fulsome  flattery,  that  he  was  never 
again  invited  to  the  Pavilion.     To  do  the 
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Prince  justice  in  this  instance,  he  did  not 
allow  any  vindictive  feeling  to  influence  his 
mind  ;  for  some  time  afterwards,  when  the 
poor  old  man,  shattered  in  health,  nearly 
ruined  in  fortune,  addressed  his  former 
patron,  then  George  IV.,  a  reply,  enclosing 
a  cheque  for  £100,  was  forwarded  by  return 
of  post.  Cannon  did  not  live  many  years 
after  this  act  of  generosity  had  been  ex- 
tended to  him;  but,  to  his  latest  hour,  he 
spoke  of  it  with  tears  of  gratitude.  In  the 
church-yard  of  Ryde,  in  the  Isle  of  Wight, 
the  scene  of  many  of  his  chequered  days,  a 
simple  tablet  appears — 

To  the  Memory  of 

The  Reverend  Edward  Cannon, 

Who  died  March,  1834, 

Aged  62. 

At  the  Bugle  Inn  in  the  above  town 
Cannon  passed  many  of  his  happiest  hours, 
and  on  the  jetty,  under  the  sobriquet  of  the 
Pier  Gun,  he  amused  himself  in  his  latter 
days  teaching  a  parrot  to  sing  a  verse  of 
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Bold  Robin  Hood,  a  song  of  his  earlier 
years,  which  he  had  made  his  own ;  and  in- 
structing a  foreign  dog,  of  the  genus  turn- 
spit, whom  he  called  Count  Sitonstem,  to  sit 
up  and  beg  for  crumbs  of  bread. 

To  the  above  epitaph,  we  will  simply  add 
the  well-known  lines — 

"  Here  lies  the  good  Dean  re-united  to  earth, 
Who  mix'd  reason  -with  pleasure,  and  wisdom  with  mirth." 

To  return  to  our  dinner  at  Salt-hill. 
Theodore  Hook  was  brilliant;  at  that  period 
he  had  not  suffered  (as  he  facetiously  re- 
marked to  the  late  Lord  Charles  Somerset) 
from  "  a  complaint  in  his  chest,"  alluding  to 
the  untoward  affair  that  had  occurred  to 
him  when  Treasurer  in  the  Mauritius ;  not  a 
word  that  was  uttered  escaped  a  happy  reply 
from  him ;  but  these  flashes  of  merriment 
told  better  in  conversation  than  they  do  in 
recital:  still  we  cannot  refrain  from  recording 
them. 

"Well,   Hookems,"   said   the   "Dean  of 
Patcham,"  as  Cannon  was  familiarly  called, 
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from  the  village  of  that  name  being  close  to 


>' 


the  royal  property  at  Brighton,  and  which, 
duringh  is  "  short  reign,  and  a  merry  one 
with  the  Prince  Regent,  Hook  had  always 
told  him  would  be  formed  into  a  deanery  for 
him,  "have  you  seen  the  Eccaleobion;  or 
the  shop  where  breeding  is  made  easy  to  the 
meanest  capacity  ?" 

"  JS^static  thought ! "  responded  Theodore. 

"  But  where  is  it?"  we  all  inquired. 

"  Next  to  some  book  shop,"  responded 
Cannon. 

"  Ah,"  said  Hook,  with  his  most  winning 
smile, 

"  The  JEJg-g-aleobion,  where  by  heat,  Dean  of  Patcham, 
By Chichenerle  fowl,  birds  by  dozens  they  hatch  'em, 
Is  next  to  a  book-  shop,  the  address  never  mind  it, 
For  failing  a7  Eggs,  you  at  Hutch-hards*  will  find  it." 

During  the  evening,  Cannon  was  scarcely 
less  brilliant  than  Hook,  though  more  cen- 
sorious and  captious  in  his  mood,  for  when 
the   waiter,  by  one  of  those  unlucky  acci- 

*  Tegg  and  Hatchard,  two  booksellers  of  that  period. 
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dents  that  will  occur  in  the  best  regulated 
families,  brought  him  a  dish  with  a  small 
portion  of  coal  dust  that  had  fallen  from  the 
fire  into  it,  the  Dean  exclaimed,  "  Ignoble 
thought,  to  have  one's  mouth  turned  into  a 
dust-hole."  Pie  also  made  an  unfortunate 
hit  by  saying,  with  respect  to  a  briefless  bar- 
rister, that  he  never  condemned  a  man  with- 
out a  cause  ;  and  when,  in  an  oblivious  mood, 
Cannon  had  failed  to  pass  the  preserved  cur- 
rant tart  to  Sanders,  who  had  "  snubbed" 
him  for  his  dulness,  Cannon  quietly,  though 
bitterly  replied,  "Dull?  oh  yes !  in  some 
societies  I  always  pass  current  for  a 
fool  ; "  and,  suiting  the  action  to  the 
word,  he  passed  the  dish  to  the  discon- 
certed lawyer.  Happily  a  quotation  from 
Alderson,  "  0,  jest  unseen,  inscrutable," 
gave  a  happy  turn  to  the  conversation  ; 
which  was  followed  up  by  Hook,  spouting 
after  the  manner  of  John  Kemble,  "  The 
thunder  of  my  Cannon  shall  be  heard." 

"  True,"   responded  the  stage-struck  hero, 
determined    to  have  the  last  words  of  his 
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favourite  author,  "  I  have  seen  the  Cannon 
when  it  has  blown  its  ranks  into  the  air;" 
and  giving  a  look  at  Sanders,  as  much  as  to 
say  "  keep  out  of  the  range  of  his  fire," 
changed  the  conversation  by  alluding  to  the 
topic  of  the  day — Napoleon. 

"  Don't  admire  that  critter,"  said  the 
Dean,  who  imbibed  the  national  prejudice 
that  happily  now  no  longer  exists  against 
our  continental  neighbours.  "  Buonaparte, 
a  descendant  of  an  obscure  family  in  Cor- 
sica, was  only  a  major  [when  he  married 
Josephine,  the  daughter  of  a  tobacconist 
Creole  of  Martinique." 

"  Never  mind  his  origin,"  responded 
Hook  ;  "  there  have  been  many  other  great 
people,  'low-born  men,  of  parentage  obscure,' 
as  Master  Betty  has  it,  who  have  raised 
themselves  by  their  talents.  Confucius  was 
a  carpenter." 

"  A  chip  of  the  old  block,"  interrupted  the 
Dean. 

"  Cincinnatus  a  plough-boy." 

"  A  curly-headed   plough-boy,  who   con- 
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quered  the  Volsci,"  continued  Cannon,  hum- 
ming a  popular  ballad  of  that  day. 

u  Meheinet  Ali  was  a  barber." 

"  At  shaving  and  tooth-drawing,"  again 
chimed  in  the  Dean,  singing  a  verse  of 
Dicky  Gossip's  song,  after  the  manner  of 
Suet  the  comedian. 

"  Oliver  Cromwell  was  a  draper  ;  Ber- 
nadotte,  King  of  Sweden,  aserjeant  in  the 
garrison  at  Martinique,  when  our  forces  took 
that  island  ;  Madame  Bernadotte,  a  getter 
up  of  fine  linen  at  Paris  ;  Franklin,  a  prin- 
ter ;  Catherine,  Empress  of  Russia,  a  camp 
follower  ;  with  many  other  names  *  too 
numerous  for  this  advertisement,'  as  the 
playbills  and  the  newspapers  term  it." 

"  You  are  getting  too  lamed,  Hookems," 
said  the  Dean ;  "  you  are  quite  a  living 
chronological  table  of  remarkable  events." 

"  You  are  down  upon  me,  as  the  candle 
said  to  the  extinguisher,"  continued  Hook, 
quoting  one  of  those  sayings  originally  in- 
troduced by  that  popular  writer  and  wit 
Beazley,  in  his  farce  of  the  Boarding  House. 
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"  Sam  is  a  clever  fellow,"  responded  Can- 
non;" "  I'll  back  him  to  build  a  theatre 
quicker  than  all  the  architects  in  the  world 
put  together  ;  and  to  knock  off  a  play, 
farce,  interlude,  song,  occasional  address, 
epilogue,  or  prologue,  better  and  in  a  shorter 
space  of  time  than  any  of  his  contempo- 
raries." 

These  eulogiums  have  been  fully  verified 
since  the  period  we  write  of,  for  the  talented 
architect,  without  the  aid  of  Aladdin's  wand, 
has  raised  up  castles,  mansions,  villas,  theatres, 
squares,  and  crescents,  and  has  furnished 
some  of  the  most  popular  plays  and  pointed 
epilogues  and  epigrams  of  the  day  :  one  o^ 
his  latest  good  sayings  will  well  bear  being 
recorded — "  Just  returned  from  Theobald's," 
said  the  wit,  entering  the  committee-room  of 
the  Garrick  Club,  "  I  have  been  putting  up 
a  new  stairs  for  Sir  Henry  Meux," — pro- 
nounced "  muse" — "  I  call  it  the  Gracilis  ad 
Parnassum." 

But  to  return  to  our  dinner  ;  Beazley,  the 
inventor  of  the  saying  quoted  by  Hook,  and 
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which  he  afterwards  brought  out  in  one  of 
his  farces,  had  told  Theodore  of  the  idea, 
and  the  latter,  for  the  next  half  hour,  ran  the 
changes  upon  it.  Thus,  when  Cannon  urged 
him  to  sing  a  few  extempore  verses,  he  re- 
plied ;  "  You  are  so  very  pressing,  Dean, 
as  the  filberts  said  to  the  nut-crackers.  Pray 
pass  the  wine,  Mr.  President,"  he  continued, 
"  though  I'm  sorry  to  trouble  you,  as  the 
pin  said  to  the  periwinkle." 

"Bravo,  Hookems !"  shouted  the  Dean, 
"  you  must  throw  over  the  Mauritius,  we 
cannot  afford  to  lose  you." 

"  Oh,  it  will  be  all  the  same  one  hundred 
years  hence,  as  the  American  aloe  said  when 
it  came  into  bloom." 

"But  your  song,  Hook;  only  a  few  verses." 

"  You  really  reduce  me  to  extremities, 
as  the  rat  said  to  the  trap  which  cut  his  tail 
off.  I  don't  know  a  stave ;  but  I'll  try  my 
best,  and  see  if  I  cannot  come  off  with  flying 
colours,  as  the  English  general  said  when  he 
ordered  his  niggers  to  retreat."  Hook  sang 
a  few  verses  on  the  subject  we  had  suggested, 
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the  Eton  Montem,  in  which  he  introduced 
a  considerable  quantity  of  Attic  salt.  The 
coffee,  liqueurs  and  the  bill  had  been 
brought,  when  Theodore  proposed  to  toss 
up  for  his  share  of  the  amount.  "  Heads  I 
win,  as  the  man  said  when  he  turned  phre- 
nologist; tails  I  lose,  as  the  dog-stealer  re- 
marked when  he  docked  the  puppies."  As  a 
matter  of  course,  we  declined  allowing  Hook 
and  Cannon  to  share  the  expense. 

Our  shawls  and  wrappers  were  now  sent 
for,  and  the  Dean,  who  was  never  very  par- 
ticular in  his  dress,  encased  himself  in  a  very 
ill-shaped,  ready-made-looking  great-coat,  a 
regular  "  reach  me  down,"  from  a  slop  shop 
in  St.  Mary  Axe,  which  gave  Hook  an  op- 
portunity of  saying  "the  snip  never  took 
your  measure,  as  the  tailor  did  when  he  stole 
his  neighbour's  half-bushel." 

"  Who's  for  a  weed  ?"  asked  Cannon, 
bringing  forth  his  cigar-case. 

"  We'ed  rather  not,"  responded  Hook. 

11  Waiter,  a  light,"  continued  the  Dean. 
"  The  fire's  out." 
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"  Still  you  have  a  grate  prospect,"  inter- 
rupted Theodore,  "  as  the  prisoner  said  when 
he  looked  out  of  his  cell  window." 

Botham  now  made  his  appearance,  when 
Alderson,  determined  to  get  in  edgeway  a 
quotation  from  his  favourite  author,  re- 
marked, "  I  would  rather  live  on  cheese  and 
garlic  in  the  Windmill,  than  feed  in  any 
other  house  in  Christendom."  Mine  host 
was  at  a  loss  to  understand  what  the  allusion 
meant ;  but,  taking  it  as  a  compliment,  ex- 
pressed his  grateful  acknowledgments  for  the 
honour  conferred  upon  him.  The  waiter  now 
informed  us  that  there  was  one  "  inside"  and 
one  "out"  in  the  Exeter,  and  three  "out- 
sides"  in  the  Bristol  mails,  at  our  service. 

"  Secure  them  all,"  exclaimed  Hook, 
singing  a  verse  from  one  of  the  late  Charles 
Mathews's  coaching  songs,  and  imitating 
the  horn  in  so  admirable  a  manner,  that  the 
guards,  who  had  come  to  the  door  to  receive 
our  orders,  fancied  he  was  playing  upon  a 
real  instrument.  "  Book  one  in  and  four 
out    to    Newbury;"    continued    Theodore. 
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"  The  Dean  wishes  to  try  Botham's  port, 
and  to  be  introduced  to  his  Bishop." 

"  Nonsense,  Hookems,  you're  mad,"  res- 
ponded Cannon. 

"  Besides,"  proceeded  Hook,  "  after  so 
pressing  an  invitation  from  our  young 
friends  at  the  Grove,  we  can't  refuse." 

•'  Bravo!"  we  exclaimed,   simultaneously. 

"  Oh,  at  the  Grove,  sans  blarney, 
You'll  find  such  jovial  fellows." 

chaunted  Hook,  as  he  pressed  his  reverend, 
and  not  unwilling,  friend  into  the  mail. 

"  Dreadful  fire  last  night,  sir,  at  Exeter," 
said  the  guard,  "  Theatre  burnt  to  ashes." 

"  Quite  dramatic,"  remarked  Hook,  '''Enter 
a  fire,  exit  a  (Exeter)  theatre." 

Wishing  a  hearty  good  bye  to  Heythrop's 
college  friends,  and  shaking  Alderson  and 
Sanders  by  the  hand,  we  took  our  respective 
places. 

14  Next  month,"  shouted  the  stage-struck 
hero, 

"  To  London  all, 
And  more  such  days  as  these  to  us  befall." 
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"  All  right,"  said  Heythrop,  handling  the 
ribands  of  the  Exeter ;  while  Hook,  Horace 
Beaufort,  and  myself,  seated  on  the  Bristol, 
lit  our  cigars,  and  enjoyed  as  merry  a  drive 
as  ever  fell  to  the  lot  of  mortal  men. 


VOL.  ir. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 

"  Of  hony  and  of  gaule,  in  love  there  is  store  ; 
The  hony  is  much,  but  the  gaule  is  more." 

Spenser. 

Arrival  at  Newbury — A  few  Remarks  upon  Jests  and 
Jesters — A  Visit  to  the  Theatre — An  unexpected  Ap- 
pearance. 

To  account  for  the  ajyparently  sudden 
thought  that  had  entered  Theodore's  brain 
of  a  visit  to  Newbury,  we  must  inform  our 
readers  that  this  impromptu  (like  many 
others)  had  been  made  "  a  loisir ;  "  for  in 
those  days  there  existed  a  dark-eyed  Maid 
of  Judah,  whose  charms  had  captivated  his 
susceptible  heart,  and  who  was  then  at- 
tached to  Mr.  Barnett's  company. 
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Hook  had  "  thrown  a  fly "  to  get  "  a 
rise  "  out  of  the  Dean,  that  he  might  allure 
him  to  sniff  the  country  air,  feeling  assured 
(to  carry  on  the  piscatorial  metaphor)  that 
if  with  "  gentle  crafte  "  he  got  a  "  nibble  " 
and  a  "  bite,"  he  would  have  little  difficulty 
in  so  "  playing  "  with  his  prey  as  to  "  land  " 
him  in  safety.  The  "  bait  '  had  taken : 
Botham's  "  bees- wing,"  more  potent  than 
the  usual  ephemera,  had  been  seized  with 
avidity,  and  Cannon,  fairly  "  Hooked  "  near 
the  Thames  at  Salt  Hill,  was  easily  "  bask- 
eted" on  the  Kennet  in  Newbury.  The 
brilliancy  of  the  young  joyous-hearted  Theo- 
dore during  our  journey  is  not  to  be  de- 
scribed. As  Eliot  Warburton  truly  re- 
marks in  that  inspiring  work,  "  Reginald 
Hastings,"  "  How  different  is  the  voice  of 
wit  when  '  coldly  furnished  forth '  upon 
mere  paper,"  independently  of  which,  more 
than  half  the  sallies  of  humour,  the  flashes 
of  merriment,  the  mirthful  sayings,   were 

i2 
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made  upon  local  objects  and  topics  of  the 
day,  and  would  lose  their  entire  point  by 
repeating  them  after  so  long  a  lapse,  when 
the  subjects  themselves  are  forgotten. 

There  is  manner,  too,  in  saying  a  smart 
thing,  which  Hook  possessed  at  that  time 
to  a  great  degree,  and  which  he  retained 
through  life  ;  and,  when  we  add  to  this  the 
joyous  laugh,  the  smiling  lip,  the  eye  spark- 
ling at  the  dazzling  thought  that  was  about 
to  find  utterance  in  jest,  or  repartee,  we  own 
our  pen  cannot  do  justice  to  the  "  gibes, 
the  gambols,  the  songs,  the  flashes  of  merri- 
ment "  of  the  modern  Yorick.  To  illustrate 
these  views  with  respect  to  the  due  delivery 
of  a  joke,  we  remember  a  late  Lord  Chief- 
Justice  of  the  Queen's  Bench,  then  Sir 
Thomas  Denman,  in  his  place  in  the  House 
of  Commons,  making  a  pun,  which,  in  the 
mouth  of  that  eccentric  yet  highly-talented 
"  wag,"  the  late  Sir  Charles  Wetherall,  or  in 
that  of  the  more  classical  wit,  John  Wilson 
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Croker,  would  have  set  the  House  in  a  roar. 
An  honourable  member,  in  a  speech  upon 
the  passing  of  the  Reform  Bill,  when  the 
borough  of  Monmouth  was  undergoing  the 
process  of  dismemberment,  quoted  Fluellen's 
remark  in  "  Henry  the  Fifth  " — "There  is  a 
river  in  Macedon  ;  and  there  is  also  moreover 
one  at  Monmouth."  This  observation  at- 
tracted the  attention  of  Denman,  who,  with- 
out changing  a  muscle  of  his  countenance, 
and  with  that  dignified  demeanour  of  manner, 
that  noble  bearing,  that  deep-toned  voice  for 
which  he  was  distinguished,  replied,  "  that 
he  saw  no  parallel  in  the  cases,  except, 
indeed,  that  both  Macedon  and  Monmouth 
were  under  the  influence  of  an  Alexander  /" 
This  happy  and  ready  allusion  to  the 
patron  of  the  borough  passed  unnoticed 
by  the  million,  although  a  few  congenial 
spirits  caught  the  idea,  and  laughed  heartily 
at  the  pun,  which  otherwise  would  have 
"  flashed  in  the  pan."     The  cries  of  "  Order, 
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order,"  showed  us  that  the  majority  con- 
sidered our  risible  faculties  were  excited  by 
less  legitimate  grounds  than  the  saying  in 
question.  No  adventure  worth  recording 
occurred  upon  our  journey:  it  was  past 
midnight  before  the  mail  pulled  up  at  the 
Pelican,  and  having  alighted,  we  were 
ushered  into  a  snug  room,  where  we  found 
the  table  laid,  and  a  bright  wood  fire  crack- 
ling between  the  bars.  Whether  the  fumes 
of  the  wine  had  obfuscated  the  usually  sapient 
head  of  the  Dean,  I  know  not ;  but,  for  the 
first  time,  it  occurred  to  him  that  he  and  his 
friend  were  fifty  miles  from  town,  without 
an  article  of  toilet,  linen,  and  clothes. 

"What's  to  be  done?  "  inquired  Cannon, 
mournfully  doling  forth  his  grievances. 

"  I'll  take  a  place,  and  go  back  by  the 
mail  to  London,"  continued  the  disconsolate 
Dean. 

"All  the  insides  booked  full,"  said  the 
boots. 
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"  Secure  one  outside,"  said  Theodore, 
smiling,  as  at  that  moment  the  door  opened, 
and  the  waiter  made  his  appearance  with  a 
tray,  upon  which  was  a  dish  of  broiled  bones 
and  a  huge  bowl  of  bishop.  The  savoury 
smell  of  the  former,  and  the  vinous  odour 
of  the  latter,  had  so  powerful  an  effect  upon 
the  senses  of  the  traveller,  that  he  hesitated 
in  his  plans  of  leaving  the  warm  rug  and 
comfortable  fireside,  for  the  damp,  raw, 
cheerless  seat  outside  the  mail,  on  a  foggy, 
drizzling,  November  night. 

"Shall  I  secure  the  place?"  asked  the 
boots.  "  I've  sent  one  carpet  bag  to  No.  12  ; 
I  believe  this  is  your's,  Sir." 

The  usurper  Macbeth  was  not  more  sur- 
prised at  witnessing  the  appearance  of  Ban- 
quo's  ghost  at  the  festive  board,  than  was 
Cannon  at  recognising  that  which  at  first 
sight  he  deemed  to  be  an  apparition,  but 
which  speedily  proved  to  be  his  own  well- 
filled  sac  de  writ.      Our  supper  passed  off 
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delightfully ;  more  good  things  were  said 
than  would  fill  the  modern  Joe  Miller,  and 
it  was  past  three  o'clock  before  we  took  lenve 
of  our  new  acquaintances. 

"  You  must  dine  with  us  to-morrow,  at 
five  o'clock,"  said  Hook ;  "  and  accompany 
us  to  the  theatre.  The  Dean  shall  call  in 
the  morning  upon  your  Dominie,  and  get 
permission  for  you." 

We  expressed  our  grateful  acknowledg- 
ments, and  took  our  leave. 

"  Who's  for  a  chivey  ?  "  cried  Heythrop, 
as,  with  a  light  pair  of  heels,  and  a  still 
lighter  heart,  he  ran  through  Speenham- 
land  towards  the  Grove.  We  speedily 
followed,  and  the  deep- toned  clock  of  the 
neighbouring  turret  sounded  four  as  we 
tapped  gently  at  the  pantry  window, 
where  Jerry  Curtis  was  still  sitting  up 
for  us.  A  small  douceur  amply  compen- 
sated him  for  the  loss  of  his  night's  rest, 
and  in  a  short    time    the    most    profound 
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silence     reigned     throughout     the     dwell- 
ing. 

"  Refreshed  with  "  the  honey-heavy  dew 
of  slumber,"  such  as  Shakspeare  describes 
as  the  lot  of  those  free  from  "  busy  care," 
and  which  was  as  applicable  to  us  on  the 
occasion  I  allude  to  as  it  was  to  Brutus's 
"buttons,"  the  boy  Lucius,  we  entered  the 
study  as  the  clock  struck  nine,  ten  minutes 
before  the  hour  for  morning  prayer.  After 
a  holiday  or  any  other  indulgence,  it  was 
our  invariable  rule  to  be  doubly  attentive 
to  our  duties;  and  this  feeling  was  never 
lost  upon  our  considerate  tutor.  During 
breakfast,  Jerry  Curtis  brought  in  the  letter 
bag  and  a  huge  playbill,  announcing  the 
performances  of  the  evening  to  be  under 
the  especial  patronage  of  the  Mayor,  High 
Steward,  Recorder,  and  Aldermen  of  the 
ancient  town  of  Newbury;  and,  as  our 
tutor  was  personally  acquainted  with  the 
chief  magistrate,  he    was  easily    prevailed 

i  3 
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upon  to  permit  us  to  attend  the  theatre, 
and  we  lost  no  time  in  sending  to  secure 
the  stage-box. 

"  The  Reverend  Edward  Cannon  is 
anxious  to  pay  his  respects  to  you,"  said  the 
man  of  all  work. 

"  Cannon?  I  don't  recollect  the  name  : 
but  pray  show  him  in,"  responded  the  pre- 
ceptor ;  and,  before  we  had  time  to  explain 
who  the  visitor  was,  the  "  Dean"  made  his 
appearance.  Few  men  could  be  more 
courteous,  affable,  or  winning  than  the 
individual  in  question,  who  introduced 
himself  as  a  friend  of  Lord  Heythrop's, 
Horace  Beaufort's,  and  mine,  and,  after 
some  few  remarks,  so  ingratiated  himself  in 
the  good  opinion  of  our  tutor,  that  he 
readily  granted  us  a  half  -  holiday,  with 
permission  to  dine  with  him  at  the  Pelican. 

"  That  is  an  interesting  ruin,"  remarked 
Cannon,  looking  at  the  ancient  Castle  of 
Donnington ;    "  and,   if  I   remember  right, 
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it    was   formerly   a   place    of  considerable 
strength." 

"  Oh,  yes,"  I  responded,  having  studied 
the  road-book  account  of  it  for  some  days ; 
"  and  it  was  rendered  famous  by  its  bold 
defence  against  the  Parliament  forces,  in 
1644,  under  the  command  of  the  brave  Co- 
lonel Boys — " 

"  Previously  to  that,"  chimed  in  Horace 
Beaufort,  "  it  was  the  residence  of  the  father 
of  English  poetry,  Geoffrey  Chaucer." 

The  Dean,  to  use  a  common,  although 
rather  inelegant  phrase,  was  "  down  upon  " 
us,  and  our  authorities  ;  for,  in  an  under- 
tone, he  laughingly  said,  "Donnington  Castle, 
Account  of,  page  537,  Patterson's  Road- 
book." He  then  took  leave  of  us,  expressing 
a  hope  that  at  one  o'clock  we  should  meet 
in  the  town,  where,  probably,  we  should  be 
able  to  point  out  "  the  scene  of  action  of  the 
contest  between  Charles  the  First  and  his 
Parliament,  and  descant  upon  the  life  and 
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adventures  of  John  AVinscomb,  generally 
called  Jack  of  Newbury,  who,  in  the  reigns 
of  the  Seventh  and  Eighth  Harrys,  was  the 
greatest  clothier  in  England ;  and  who,  dur- 
ing the  early  part  of  the  latter  Sovereign's 
reign,  entertained  Queen  Catherine  and  the 
nobility  in  his  manufactory,  and  who,  upon 
the  breaking  out  of  the  war  with  the  Scots, 
joined  the  King,  with  one  hundred  of  his 
own  men,  clothed  and  armed  at  his  own  ex- 
pense." This  oration  Cannon  delivered 
with  the  true  schoolboy  emphasis,  jocosely 
adding,  sotto  voce,  "  Yide,  as  Hookems  would 
call  it,  "The  great  Colossus  of  Roads" 
where  you  will  see  how  the  msergents  were 
doubly  milled  and  worsted  by  the  good  broad 
stuff  of  the  Newbury  clothiers.  But  mind 
your  pockets,  my  young  friends ;  you  know 
what  Doctor  Johnson  said,  '  He  that  would 
make  a  pun  would  pick  a  pocket,'  and,  ac- 
cording to  that  axiom,  I  have  deserved  the 
fate  of  poor  Barrington — 
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" '  Who,  some  people  say, 
Drives  a  tandem  of  donkeys  at  Botany  Bay.' " 

During  the  last  sally,  our  Dominie  had 
left  the  room,  or  he  might  have  altered  the 
favourable  opinion  he  had  formed  of  the 
Dean  upon  his  first  introduction.  At  one 
o'clock,  Heythrop,  Horace  Beaufort,  and 
myself,  joined  Theodore  Hook  and  his  friend 
at  the  Pelican  :  we  then  proceeded  to  lionize 
the  town,  paying  our  first  visit  to  the 
theatre,  where  we  engaged  the  stage-box, 
and  heard  a  young  lady  (Hook's  inamorata) 
rehearse  a  ditty,  the  burthen  of  which  was 
as  follows  : — 

"  His  sparkling  eyes  were  black  as  jet, 
Chink  a  chink,  chink  a  cha. 
Can  I  my  corne-ly  Turk  forget, 
No  never,  never,  never,  na." 

"  Turk !  Hook,  she  means,"  remarked  the 
wit. 

"Strangers  in  the  house!"  shouted  the 
young  black-eyed  syren,  who  was  en  dishabille 
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in  a  morning  wrapper,  a  cloak  ornamented 
with  cat-felt  fur,  hair  dressed  en  papillotte,  a 
faded  black  velvet  bonnet,  with  a  tarnished 
red  feather  dangling  from  it;  gloves  more 
of  the  colour  de  beurre  noir  than  that  of  their 
original  tint  of  beurre  frais- — slippers  lined 
with  artificial  ermine,  id  est  real  white  rabbit 
skin — formed  her  costume.  "Mr.  Budd," 
continued  the  enraged  prima  donna,  ad- 
dressing the  prompter,  "  if  people  are  allowed 
to  come  into  the  theatre  during  the  rehear- 
sals, I'll  throw  up  my  engagement." 

"  Clear  the  gallery,"  shouted  the  manager, 
in  a  voice  that  would  have  scared  even  the 
privileged  few  that  are  admitted  into  that  of 
St.  Stephens;  "if  such  an  occurrence  hap- 
pens again,  I'll  dismiss  the  door-keeper." 

This  assurance  in  some  degree  appeased 
the  wrath  of  the  young  lady,  whose  anger 
entirely  vanished  when  she  heard  the  box- 
keeper  say,  "  It's  Mr.  Theodore  Hook,  the 
dramatist,  from  London,  and  some  friends, 
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anxious  to  secure  a  box  for  to-night,  and 
some  places  for  Miss  Levison's  benefit — her 
patronymic  was  Levi. 

"  Do,  pray,  just  step  round  to  the  gentle- 
men," said  the  Jewish  warbler,  with  a  most 
winning  smile,  addressing  herself  to  a  tall 
Werter-like  looking  man,  who  did  the  lead- 
ing business,  "  and  say  that,  after  rehearsal, 
I  shall  be  happy  to  show  Mr.  Hook  the  box- 
plan  for  my  benefit.  He  will  see  by  the 
bills  that  tickets  are  to  be  had  at  my  lodg- 
ings, at  Mrs.  Orridge's,  near  the  market- 
place." 

"  Mr.  Fitzorville  new/*  steps  round  to 
gentlemen,"  replied  this  hero  of  the  sock  and 
buskin,  in  a  most  lofty  tone. 

"Permit  me,  Miss  Levison,"  said  a  more 
good-natured  member  of  the  company  (the 
walking  gentleman),  and  well  was  he  re- 
warded for  his  courtesy ;  for  Hook,  pleased 
with  his  attention,  and  disgusted  with  the 
pomposity  of  the  eminent  tragedian,  strongly 
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recommended  the  former  to  the  notice  of 
the  manager  of  one  of  the  London  Winter 
Theatres;  and  some  few  years  afterwards 
the  Laertes  of  the  Newbury  boards  had  the 
gratification  of  "starring  it"  in  Hamlet, 
Mr.  Fitzorville  having  nearly  in  reality  given 
up  the  ghost  when  called  upon  to  take  that 
part  to  his  now  distinguished  rival's  Prince 
of  Denmark. 

Hook's  visit  to  the  young  prima  donna, 
and  our  dinner  at  the  Pelican,  I  shall  pass 
over  briefly.  I  accompanied  him  in  the 
former,  and  own  that  I  was  not  a  little  dis- 
enchanted when  I  saw  the  brilliant  candle- 
light beauty  of  the  mimic  scene  by  daylight. 
Miss  Levison  and  her  mother  were  prepared 
for  our  visit;  the  elderly  lady  was  rouged 
and  whited  up  to  the  eyes — a  perfect  enamel 
— and  was  equipped  in  a  puce-coloured 
cotton  velvet  dress,  which,  to  adopt  Lord 
Normanby's  saying,  "  showed  that  the  ma- 
terial was  English,  and  the  wearer's  habits 
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sedentary."  The  daughter  appeared  in  a  black 
merino  gown,  elaborately  ornamented  with 
jet  ornaments  and  bugles;  the  raven-dark 
luxuriant  hair  hanging  carelessly  over  a 
finely-formed  shoulder :  the.  dazzling  eyes 
sparkling  through  their  long  eyelashes,  were 
sad  contrasts  to  the  sickly,  emaciated,  worn 
look  of  the  poor  girl,  whose  pallid  cheek, 
occasionally  brightened  by  a  hectic  blush, 
showed  that  the  fatal  seeds  of  consumption 
were  deeply  rooted  within  her  fragile  form. 
It  was  with  a  feeling  of  melancholy  that  I 
saw  the  victim  of  premature  death  surround- 
ed by  all  the  glittering  vanities  of  histrionic 
life :  on  a  sofa  were  to  be  seen  the  dresses 
for  that  evening's  performance — the  garb  of 
the  lovely  Jessica,  and  the  costume  of  the 
sprightly  Beda.  The  glistening  necklace, 
the  shining  armlet,  the  sparkling  ruby  and 
diamond-decked  zone,  the  gaudy  sash,  the 
spangled  turban,  the  Turkish  slipper,  were 
arranged  with  nicety  upon  the  table  by  the 
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side  of  a  small  case,  containing  a  pink 
saucer,  some  Indian  ink,  a  hare's  foot, 
rouge-pot,  and  pearl-powder  box.  Upon 
the  book-shelf  appeared  some  soiled  play- 
books,  songs,  and  manuscript  parts.  Both 
mother  and  daughter  were  most  amiable, 
more  especially  when  Theodore  secured  a 
box  for  the  forthcoming  benefit,  and  assured 
the  young  lady  that  he  would  exert  his  best 
endeavours  with  the  metropolitan  managers 
to  transplant  her  to  the  London  boards. 
As  the  baker's  boy  with  a  tray  was  now 
announced  by  the  landlady,  we  hastily  took 
our  leave.  Upon  reaching  the  shop,  through 
which  an  access  to  the  first-floor  alone  could 
be  attained,  Theodore  accosted  the  bearer 
of  the  meal. 

"A  beautiful  line  of  pork,  apple,  and 
inion  sauce,  and  a  pot  of  half-and-half, '*■  an- 
swered the  lad ;  but  Missus  ordered  me  not 
to  leave  it  without  the  money,  or  four  pit 
tickets  for  Miss's  benefit." 
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"  Pork  for  the  usurious  Jew's  daughter, 
and  half-and-half  for  the  Turkish  maiden  ! 
Most  heterodoxical  !  is  it  not,  Deanums  ?" 
said  Hook  to  Cannon,  who  had  followed  us 
to  Mrs.  Orridge's  to  say,  that  as  the  play 
began  at  half-past  six  o'clock,  dinner  would 
be  on  table  at  a  quarter  before  five.  We 
had  now  sufficient  time  before  dinner  to  pay 
a  visit  to  our  purveyor  of  cakes  and  cus- 
tards, Miss  Brown,  commonly  called  Polly 
Brown,  to  whom  we  introduced  the  great 
Mr.  Hook  and  his  friend,  the  Dean  of  Pat- 
cham.  The  worthy  pastrycook  was  full  of 
smiles  and  gratitude :  never  was  there  at 
heart  a  more  amiable  creature  than  this  spe- 
cimen of  single-blessedness:  unlike  many 
disappointed  spinsters,  the  milk  of  human 
kindness  did  not  curdle  in  her  veins.  To  do 
a  good-natured  action  was  her  first  aim,  and 
many  a  time  has  she  shielded  the  little  boys, 
as  she  used  to  term  Horace  Beaufort  and 
myself,  from  the  tyranny  of  those  of  "  larger 
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growth,''   or  the  just  anger  of  our  worthy 
preceptor. 

"  A  twelfth  cake,  a  pound  of  gingerbread- 
nuts,  and  a  tin  box  of  acidulated  drops  for 
Miss  Levison,  at  Mrs.  Orridge's,  near  the 
market-place,"  said  Hook.  "  Pray  take  the 
amount,  and  give  me  change  for  a  five  pound 
note." 

Polly  was  about  to  express  her  thanks, 
when  she  was  interrupted  by  the  Dean,  who 
told  us  it  only  wanted  twenty  minutes  to 
five,  and  that  our  dinner  would  be  spoilt. 
We  then  hastened  to  Botham's,  and  were 
shown  into  the  Sun  room;  and  never  did 
the  luminary  from  which  it  took  its  name 
shine  upon  a  happier  or  more  agreeable 
party  than  we  were.  Cannon  had  catered 
and  ordered  for  us  some  spitchcocked  eels,  a 
boiled  aitchbone  of  beef,  a  roast  spare-rib  of 
pork,  an  Irish  stew,  and  some  toasted 
cheese,  which,  in  addition  to  a  bottle  or  two 
of  old  Madeira,  and  a  magnum  of  port,  fur- 
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nished  a  most  excellent  repast.  As  the 
clock  struck  half-past  six,  we  entered  the 
theatre,  and  after  the  symphony  had  been 
cruelly  treated  by  the  orchestra,  the  curtain 
rose  for  the  Merchant  of  Venice.  Certainly 
Mr.  Fitzorville  was 

"  Not  the  Jew 
That  Shakspeare  drew," 

while  his  more  humble  brother  of  the  Thes- 
pian corps  enacted  Brabantio  in  a  most 
correct  and  satisfactory  manner,  showing 
promises  of  future  greatness.  The  play  was 
over,  and  a  comic  song  by  the  low  comedian 
of  the  company,  and  a  pas  de  deux  by  Miss 
Bell  and  Mr.  Parker,  from  the  London 
theatres,  was  to  occupy  the  time  between 
the  performances.  The  song  was  vocife- 
rously encored,  when,  after  a  pause,  the 
curtain  drew  up  for  the  characteristic  dance, 
and  discovered  a  gentleman  in  "  fleshings," 
pink    tunic,    light    flowing   locks,   and    a 
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young  lady,  dressed,  if  such  a  term  can 
justly  be  applied  to  one  whose  only  gar- 
ments consisted  of  a  low  blue  satin  boddice, 
ornamented  with  ribands,  and  a  thin,  scant, 
white  gauze  dress. 

The  side  wing  prevented  my  getting  a 
full  view  of  the  dancers ;  all  I  could  see  was 
the  lover  upon  his  knee,  and  the  lady  stand- 
ing upon  the  light  fantastic  toe,  her  other 
limb  extended  in  the  air,  her  body  thrown 
back,  and  supported  by  a  wreath  of  artificial 
roses.  "Brayvo,  Parker!  brayvo,  Bell!" 
shouted  two  youths  in  the  gallery,  who  were 
evidently  doing  justice  to  the  orders  they 
had  received.  After  remaining  in  this  at- 
titude for  a  few  seconds,  amidst  the  plaudits 
of  the  house,  mingled  with  the  "  Oh,  dears !" 
of  a  few  straight-laced  antiquated  spinsters, 
who  were  hiding  their  wrinkled  visages  in 
their  fans,  and  who  were  evidently  shocked 
at  the  Terpsichorean  display,  both  dancers 
recovered  their  equilibrium,  and,  encircled 


EEECY    HAMILTON.  191 

by  each  other's  arms,  tripped  towards  the 
foot-lights.  Another  burst  of  applause 
welcomed  this  movement,  when,  judge  of 
my  horror  and  dismay  at  finding  the  gauze- 
apparelled  dancer  to  be  the  object  of  my 
daily  thoughts — my  own  long-lost  Celine ! 
My  brain  was  on  fire  ;  my  pulse  beat  high  ; 
I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  sunk  upon  the  spot. 

"Why,  what's  the  matter,  Percy?"  asked 
Horace  Beaufort. 

"Was  theportums  too  strong?"  inquired 
Cannon. 

Hook  alone  saw  the  struggle,  and  guessed 
the  cause  of  it;  so,  kindly  taking  me  by  the 
hand,  he  led  me  from  the  box  into  the  small 
lobby,  and  from  thence  into  the  open  air. 
The  keen  and  biting  wind  whistled 
through  the  small  dreary  space  that  led  to 
the  theatre  ;  the  snow  that  had  fallen  for  the 
last  hour  had  given  a  bleak  desolate 
look  to  the  scene ;  but  nature  did  not  appear 
to  me  half  so  cold,  cheerless,  or  wretched  as 
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did  the  heart  that  was  now  beating  high  for 
one  unworthy  of  his  love  ;  for  Hook,  during 
dinner,  had  made  me  acquainted  with  the 
character  of  Lina,  or  Circus  Bell,  as  she  was 
usually  called,  from  her  connexion  with 
that  theatre. 

"  Poverty  must  have  driven  her  to  the 
stage,"  I  exclaimed,  still  clinging  like  the 
drowning  man  to  the  straw.  "  I  remember 
Charles  Tourville  told  me  Celine  was  the 
daughter  of  a  noble  house  in  France  ;  that 
her  father's  property  had  been  confiscated ; 
Madame  Mireval,  her  aunt — " 

"  Do  not  deceive  yourself,  Percy,"  inter- 
rupted Theodore;  but  I  continued — ■ 

"  The  evening  I  met  her  first,  during  last 
summer,  she  was  going  to  a  grand  ball.  The 
Prince  was  to  honour  it  with  his  presence, 
and  she  mentioned  having  heard  from  the 
Marquis  of  Hunt ly  that — " 

"Raise  no  false  hopes;  let  me  explain," 
said  Hook.     "  Miss  Lina  Bell— for  the  name 
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of  Celine  Bellegarde  was  only  assumed  a  few- 
seasons  ago,  when  she  appeared  amidst  the 
coryphees  of  the  opera  ballet — has  been  to 
my  knowledge  upon  the  stage  for  the  last 
ten  years.  She  first  made  her  debiit  as  a 
flying  Cupid,  at  a  minor  theatre,  in  Harlequin 
and  the  Silver  Wand.  Taken  up  by  an  old 
Frenchwoman,  who  exhibited  a  travelling- 
wax-work,  Lina  soon  picked  up  a  slight 
knowledge  of  the  language,  which  Madame 
Mireval  turned  to  account  by  introducing 
her  pupil  as  the  Young  Mysterious  Lady 
from  Paris,  who  told  fortunes  by  palmistry 
and  packs  of  cards."  I  groaned  during  this 
recital,  when,  after  a  pause,  Hook  continued, 
"  I  will  not  wound  your  feelings  by  dwelling 
upon  so  painful  a  theme  as  the  poor  girl's 
seduction ;  suffice  it  to  say,  that  at  an  early 
age  she  fell  a  victim  to  a  titled  libertine, 
who  shortly  deserted  her.  Poor  and 
friendless,  she  was  afterwards  easily  led 
into  the  path  of  dissipation — enough  of  this. 

VOL.  II.  K 
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Her  allusion  to  the  Prince  was  evidently  to 
the  hero  of  Cinderella,  in  which  ballet,  at 
the  period  you  talk  of,  she  was  engaged  to 
dance ;  and  Huntly  was  not  the  Marquis  of 
that  name,  but  the  leading  performer  of  the 
Royal  Circus." 

The  whole  truth  now,  for  the  first  time, 
flashed  across  my  mind;  and  I  felt  a  weighl 
at  my  heart  that  nearly  overpowered  me. 

"  But  come,"  said  Hook  ;  "do  not  mourn 
over  the  loss  of  so  unworthy  an  object :  at 
your  age,  with  the  world  before  you,  brighter 
beauties  will  meet  you  at  every  step.  But 
I  am  shivering — quite  a  vCice  man!  We 
have  had  enough  of  cold  without,  let  us  have 
a  glass  of  hot  within.'''' 

In  this  kind  yet  bantering  mood  he  led 
me  to  the  bar  of  the  Chequers,  where  we 
had  a  couple  of  glasses  of  hot  elder  wine, 
which  was  always  ready  prepared  during 
the  night  for  the  coach  passengers.  Warmed 
by  this  grateful  beverage,   we  returned  to 
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the  theatre,  my  breast  occupied  with  the 
mingled  feelings  of  love,  passion,  anger, 
hope,  fear,  and  pity. 

"  Bravo !  Encore !"  shouted  Hook,  as  we 
re-entered  our  box  just  as  the  dance  so  fatal 
to  my  happiness  had  terminated. 

"  H'encore !"  echoed  sundry  voices  from 
the  gallery.  After  a  few  seconds,  during 
which  the  noise  of  catcalls,  the  stamping  of 
feet,  the  shrill  notes  of  human  and  artificial 
whistles,  produced  a  most  stunning  effect, 
the  dancers  appeared  to  re-commence  the 
quick  movement.  Had  the  modern  system 
of  throwing  bouquets  upon  the  stage  been 
then  in  existence,  I  think  I  should  have 
procured  one  of  hemlock,  in  the  hope  that 
if  my  false  one  had  not  imbibed  its  deadly 
qualities,  I  at  least  might  have  brought  its 
narcotic  powers  into  operation  to  stupily 
my  troubled  senses.  Celine  gave  a  look 
towards  the  box  I  was  in:  no  sooner  did 
she  catch  my  eye  than  she  coloured  up,  and 
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heaved  a  sigh  inaudible  to  all  save  myself. 
I  now,  for  the  first  time,  had  an  opportu- 
nity of  seeing  her  figure,  and  a  more  fairy- 
like form  I  never  witnessed.  Before  the 
dance  was  over,  despite  of  all  I  had  heard, 
I  was  as  much  impassioned  as  ever. 

As  soon  as  thex  performance  concluded, 
after  making  my  excuses  to  my  young  and 
old  friends,  whom  I  promised  to  join  at 
Botham's,  I  planted  myself  at  the  stage 
door  of  the  theatre,  and  there  I  remained 
shivering  until  my  inamorata  appeared. 
She  was  on  the  arm  of  a  young  man,  whom 
I  immediately  recognised  as  her  partner  in 
the  dance.  Muffling  herself  up  in  her  cloak, 
she  passed  me  unnoticed  ;  I  followed  at  a 
short  distance,  when,  at  the  end  of  a  narrow 
court,  they  stopped  at  a  small  miserable- 
looking  house,  and  giving  a  rap  at  the 
window,  the  door  was  soon  opened  by  an 
old  woman.  They  both  entered,  and  I  was 
left  by  myself  to   brood   over   my   bitter 
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thoughts.  Could  this  be  Celine?  the  lovely 
captivating  object  of  my  dream  from  morn 
till  night !  Whilst  ruminating  over  the  past 
and  present,  my  reverie  was  disturbed  by 
the  approach  of  a  lad  carrying  a  pot  of 
porter,  and  something  enveloped  in  a  piece 
of  old  newspaper.  He  approached  the  door 
of  my  charmer's  house,  and,  after  a  certain 
sort  of  masonic  knock,  procured  admittance. 
I  waited  with  breathless  anxiety  for  his 
return. 

"  Who  lives  there?"  I  inquired,  placing  a 
shilling  in  his  hand. 

"  Oh,  two  of  the  play-actor  folks  ;  Parker, 
that  does  the  hornpipe  in  fetters,  is  one; 
and  Miss  Bell,  that  plays  columbine,  the 
other.  I've  just  left  a  nice  Pologne  and  a 
pot  of  stout  for  their  supper." 

"  Why,  Percy!  what  has  become  of  you?" 
shoute  I  a  voice  which  I  recognised  as 
Hook's.  "  Here's  the  Dean  ready  to  pay 
hi.s  devoirs  to  the  Bishop,  which  is  smoking- 
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hot  in  the  sun,  and  the  Donningtonians  are 
wondering  at  your  absence." 

We  immediately  proceeded  to  Botham's, 
where  I  made  every  effort  to  drown  care  by 
quaffing  many  a  bumper  of  the  episcopal 
beverage. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 

"Our  hearts  are  paper  ;  beauty  is  the  pen 
Which  writes  our  loves,  and  blots  them  out  again."" 

Sir  Charles  Sedley. 

A  billet  doux  from  Celine — Horace  Beaufort's  Stratagem — 
Cane  (not  Byron's  Cain)  a  Mystery — A  Visit  to  my  Ina- 
morata— Awful  Discovery  ! — Fatal  Exposure ! ! — Heart- 
breaking Denouement ! ! ! — A  Drive  and  Adventure  on 
the  London  Boad. 

I  have  now  brought  my  readers  to 
that  eventful  night  when  to  my  horror  and 
dismay  I  diseovered  in  Lina,  or  Circus 
Bell,  of  the  Newbury  Theatre,  the  long-lost 
Celine  Bellegarde.  I  had  followed  her  to 
an  obscure  lodging,  in   company  with  one 
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of  the  lowest  grade  of  the  Thespian  corps,  a 
strolling  pantomimic  actor.     These  circum- 
stances were  not  a  little  calculated  to  raise 
a  mistrust  even  in  the  unsuspecting  mind 
of  an  inexperienced  youthful  admirer  ;  and 
the  feeling  was  considerably  increased  when, 
during  supper,  the  Dean  bantered  me  for 
my  belle-passion,  throwing  out  sundry  inu- 
endos     about   my    rival,    the     light-heeled 
Pologne-sausage-eating,   porter-bibbing  Ze- 
phyr of  the  evening.     Hook,  too,  with  more 
of  the  keen  polish  of  the  Toledo  blade  than 
the  jagged  bluntness  of  his  friend's  oyster- 
knife,   immortalized  the  name  of  the  dan- 
seuse  by  ringing  its  changes  in  an  extem- 
poraneous   song   to   the  air  of  that   most 
beautiful  melodv,    "Those  evening  Bells'1 
Despite,  however,  of  the  sarcasms  of  Cannon, 
whose  cruelty  was  meant  in  kindness,  and 
Theodore's  jests,   I   went  to  bed  with  my 
senses  more  enthralled  than  ever  with  the 
fascinations  of  the  calumniated  fair  one. 
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Sleep  was  out  of  the  question  ;  so  at  an 
early  hour  I  arose,  and,  after  remaining  ab- 
sorbed in  thought  for  some  time,  during 
which  I  reviewed  the  circumstances  of  the 
past,  I  came  to  the  determination  of  writing 
to  Celine,  to  seek  an  interview,  and  claim 
a  candid  explanation  of  all  that  I  had 
heard  detrimental  to  her  fame.  No  sooner 
was  this  idea  conceived,  than  it  was  exe- 
cuted ;  and,  after  stealthily  seeking  the 
"  odd  man  "  in  the  garden,  I  easily  got  over 
his  scruples,  by  (1  feel  ashamed  to  say) 
falsely  assuring  him  that  the  note  was 
merely  one  connected  with  some  tickets  we 
were  about  to  take  for  the  actress's  benefit. 
"  You  may  as  well,"  I  continued,  "  ask  at 
Mayo's  whether  he  has  yet  received  '  Wal- 
ton's Angler  ; '  and  if  so,  bring  it  to  me. 
Here's  half-a-crown  for  your  trouble."  My 
trusty  messenger  was  all  gratitude,  and  ran 
off,  without  disturbing  the  house,  to  execute 
his  commission.     The  biting  air  soon  cooled 
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my  feverish  temples,  and  I  rambled  in  the 
si i  rubbery  until  the  stable  clock  warned  me 
that  it  was  time  to  attend  my  morning 
studies.  These  completed,  I  ran  to  the 
stable,  where  my  Mercury  was  employed  in 
grooming  the  tutor's  horse. 

"  The  book  is  not  yet  come  down  from 
London,  Mr.  Percy,"  at  the  same  time 
placing  a  note  before  me.  It  was  written 
upon  a  small  piece  of  faded  pink  paper  ; 
the  characters  were  evidently  traced  by  a 
female  hand,  and  a  large  seal  of  coloured 
wax  bore  the  following  impression  : — 

PIR  :  VENT   :  VENIR 
UN  :  SUIT  :  UN. 

What  could  this  mean  ?  I  turned  over 
my  Boyer's  dictionary,  but  could  find  no 
clue  to  the  labyrinth.  I  then  sought  the 
assistance  of  the  French  master,  Genouillac, 
who  soon    explained,  the  charade  :     "  Un 
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sow-pir,  suit  souvent  un  sou-vemr  ; "  or 
in  var  good  Inglish,  "  V'one  sigh  often  fol- 
lows a  remembrance  of  the  loved  one." 
Can  this  sentiment  be  from  Celine  ?  thought 
I,  as  I  pressed  the  precious  document  to  my 
lips,  and  hastily  tore  open  the  three-cor- 
nered billet.     It  ran  as  follows  : 

"  Judge  me  not  by  appearances.  Time 
will  explain  all.  I  shall  leave  this  hateful 
town  in  a  day  or  two.  In  the  mean  time, 
pray  keep  from  the  Theatre.  You  propose 
a  clandestine  step  ;  you  ask  for  an  inter- 
view— Jammy  !   Mr.  Hamilton." 

"  Jammy  !  What  can  this  mean  ?  I 
exclaimed.  When,  after  a  time,  the  truth 
flashed  across  me  that  the  poor  girl's  ortho- 
graphy in  the  French  language  had  been 
sadly  neglected,  and  that  the  fatal  word — 
doubly  underlined,  to  call  my  special  at- 
tention to  it — meant  jamais! — never.    The 
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postscript,  as  usual  in  all  female  epistolary 
productions,  contained  the  pith  of  the 
whole  matter  : 

"  PS — I  shall  be  in  town  next  month. 
Madame  Tourville  will  know  my  address 
and  in  her  presence  I  will  grant  the  inter- 
view you  seek.  In  the  mean  time,  think 
kindly  of  the  unhappy,  half  broken-hearted 
Celine. 

"  PS. — Lizzy  et  brooly." 

Again  was  T  obliged  to  admit  that  the 
poor  girl's  spelling  was  rather  faulty.  The 
mandate,  too,  was  one  I  could  not  obey;  for, 
though  I  had  read  the  precious  epistle  over 
and  over  again,  to  burn  it  was  impossible. 
The  hope  of  again  seeing  my  beloved,  the 
rapture  of  hearing  from  her  lips  a  refutation 
of  all  the  calumnies  propagated  against  her, 
the  thought  that  I  was  not  forgotten,  all 
tended  to  make   me  almost  delirious  with 
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joy ;  a  chord  had  been  touched  that  vibrated 
through  my  whole  nature.  I  breathed 
a  sain,  the  heavy  weight  was  removed  from 
my  heart,  and  I  entered  the  breakfast -room 
with  a  countenance  beaming  with  pleasure 
— far,  far  different  from  the  elongated 
visage  my  young  companions  had  witnessed 
the  evening  before,  after  my  recognition  of 
the  fair  danseuse. 

A  ride  to  Sandleford  Priory  was  suggested 
by  Horace  Beaufort,  whom  I  had  made  my 
confidant ;  and,  as  I  was  particularly  anxious 
to  "  witch  a  portion  of  the  Newbury  world" 
with  "  noble  horsemanship,"  we  desired 
the  postman  to  order  two  of  Botham's 
best  hacks  to  be  in  readiness  at  twelve 
o'clock.  At  that  hour,  we  mounted  our 
steeds,  and  rode  up  and  down  Speenham- 
land,  in  the  hopes  of  getting  a  look  at  the 
object  of  my  passion.  At  last  my  com- 
panion, who  wished  for  a  gallop  in  the 
country,  began  to  get  impatient ;  and,  as  I 
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had  taxed  his  good-nature  to  a  great  extent, 
1  felt  bound  to  yield  to  his  wishes. 

"This  patrolling  upon  a  cold  winter's 
day,"  said  Horace,  "  is  no  great  fun.  Let 
us  try,  as  a  forlorn  hope,  a  ruse  de  guerre. 
I'll  debusque  the  enemy.  Remain  here  on 
vidette,  until  I  wave  my  hat  for  you  to  retire, 
or  to  join  me.  Remember  you  are  on  out- 
post duty ;  keep  a  good  look  out. 

Before  I  had  time  to  make  a  reply,  Horace 
had  begun  to  carry  his  operations  into  exe- 
cution. To  make  his  movements,  however, 
more  intelligible  to  the  reader,  I  must  pre- 
mise that  the  above  conversation  had  taken 
place  within  a  few  yards  of  a  small  plot  of 
arid,  uncultivated  ground  in  front  of  the 
theatre,  called  the  green ;  and  which  was 
generally  the  receptacle  for  oyster- shells, 
cinders,  and  other  rubbish,  and  was  occa- 
sionally used  as  a  place  for  hanging  out 
linen  to  dry,  by  the  poorest  occupiers  of  the 
adjacent    tenements.       The    box    entrance 
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opened  to  the  front,  and  the  stage-door  to 
the  flank ;  the  latter  was  covered  by  a  pig- 
sty. A  few  miserable  hovels  occupied  by 
the  lowest  class  of  the  community,  were  dot- 
ted here  and  there.  To  raise  an  alarm,  and 
cause  a  sortie  from  the  theatrical  garrison 
assembled  for  drill  in  the  shape  of  rehearsal, 
was  Beaufort's  object ;  and  he  acquitted 
himself  in  this  mimic  military  movement  in 
as  able  a  manner  as  he  a  short  time  after- 
wards did  during  the  war  in  the  South  of 
France — when,  by  an  equally  successful 
stratagem,  he  captured  a  foraging  party  of 
the  enemy. 

At  present,  however,  we  must  content 
ourselves  with  narrating  this,  his  first  ex- 
ploit. No  sooner  had  Horace  left  me,  than, 
clapping  spurs  to  his  horse,  which  he  pre- 
tended was  restive,  he  forced  his  way  through 
the  lines  that  occupied  the  field,  and  at  one 
charge,  brought  down  sundry  pairs  of  stock- 
ings,   caps,    petticoats,    handkerchiefs,    and 
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other  articles  of  female  gear,  which  the  mo- 
ment before  had  been  flaunting  and  fluttering 
in  the  breeze.     This  attack  was  received  with 
shouts  from  the  opponent  force  of  Amazo- 
nian washerwomen ;   who,  seeing  the  havoc 
the  cavalry  had  made,  left  their  strongholds 
to  rush  into  the  midst  of  the  fray.     Arming 
themselves   with   the    linen-poles,   they    ad- 
vanced in  line,  pouring  forth  a  destructive 
iire  of  shells  (oyster- shells).     Some  few  shots 
had  taken  effect  upon  the  lamp  that  stood  in 
front  of  the  stage-door,  and  the  box-keeper, 
sentry   on    duty,   had   alarmed   the  citadel. 
Horace,    like   a    good   general,   anxious    to 
avail  himself  of  this  advantage,  now  deter- 
mined, by  a  flank   movement,  to  carry  the 
pig-sty;    so,   dashing  gallantly  forward,   he 
removed  the  hurdle  that  confined  the  swinish 
tribe,  and    turned    them   loose    among    the 
enemy.     The    screeches   of  the    belligerent 
force,  the  gruntings  of  the  patriarchal  sows, 
the    squeakings    of  their   progeny,  created 
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such  an  outcry  and  clamour,  that  the  whole 
of  the  besieged  Thespian  corps  rushed  to  the 
front  and  stage  duors.  A  cheer  from  Horace 
announced  the  victory.  Gazing  anxiously 
towards  the  scene  of  action,  I  perceived 
Celine  at  the  box  entrance.  To  wave  my 
handkerchief,  and  receive  in  return  a  kiss 
of  her  fair  hand,  were  the  work  of  an  in- 
stant. 

I  now  began  to  feel  anxious  for  the  safety 
of  my  gallant  comrade,  for  the  female  war- 
riors had  been  joined  by  a  detachment  of 
idle  boys,  who  hooted  and  yelled  in  a 
manner  worthy  of  a  savage  tribe  of  wild  In- 
dians on  a  scalping  expedition.  Happily,  I 
was  not  long  kept  in  suspense^  for  Beau- 
fort, accustomed  to  hunting  as  well  as  to 
military  tactics,  had  marked  a  spot  where 
he  could  at  any  time,  if  overwhelmed  by 
numbers,  make  an  honourable  retreat. 
Finding  the  force  increase,  and  the  fire  more 
severe,    he    raided    his    hat    on    high    as    a 
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signal,  and,  turning  his  horse  short  round, 
charged  and  cleared  a  stiffish  flight  of  rails. 
Gaining  a  road  which  led  to  the  back  of  the 
Pelican,  he  joined  me  in  the  yard,  just  as 
the  waiter,  George  Revell,  had  placed  in  my 
hands  a  few  lines  from  Hook,  wishing  me 
"  good  bye,"  and  promising  to  write  to  me 
on  his  voyage  when  "  he  was  half  seas 
over."  The  Dean  added  a  postcript,  begging 
me  to  call  upon  him  when  I  visited  the 
"  village." 

At  this  moment  a  young  lad,  Foster  by 
name,  ran  breathlessly  into  the  yard.  "  Mr. 
Beaufort,  Mr.  Hamilton,"  he  exclaimed, 
"  be  off ;  excuse  my  manners ;  they  are 
coming."  Who  the  party  alluded  to  were, 
we  did  not  stop  to  inquire  ;  but,  making  the 
best  of  our  way  along  the  London  road,  we 
shortly  diverged  to  the  left,  took  to  the 
open,  and  skirting  Speenham-land,  came 
out  near  Speen  Hill.  Here  we  held  a 
council  of  war;  and,  as  we  were  most  anxious 
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to  pay  our  respects  to  the  hospitable  owner 
of  Sandleford  Priory,  we  decided  upon 
facing  our  foes  by  marching  boldly  through 
the  High  Street.  As  we  passed  the  scene  of 
the  late  action,  we  saw  a  working  party  re- 
pairing the  breach  in  the  pigsty,  and  the 
property  man  replacing  the  broken  lamp- 
glass  with  a  piece  of  transparent  paper;  but 
no  notice  whatever  was  taken  of  us,  and  we 
continued  our  progress  unmolested.  Upon 
reaching  Miss  Brown's  confectionery,  the 
respected  "  Polly"  rushed  out  into  the 
street,  and  in  a  most  ungracious  manner 
cried  out :  "  Oh !  gallop  on,  or  they  will  stop 
you."  Again  we  were  at  a  loss  to  know  who 
our  inveterate  pursuers  were  ;  but,  acting  on 
the  hint  given  us,  we  clapped  spurs  to  our 
horses,  and  were  soon  out  of  the  town. 

"  What  can  it  mean?"  I  exclaimed,  as  we 
stopped  our  panting  steeds,  after  a  burst  of 
fourteen  minutes. 

"  Oh !    the  owner  of  the  pigsty  wanting 
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compensation,  or  that  weather-b?aten  old 
has;,  Mother  Burnido;e,  claiming  damages  for 
her  soiled  nightcaps,"  responded  Beaufort. 
u  Or  perhaps,"  he  continued,  "  the  man  in 
the  tunic  and  '  fleshings,'  the  provincial 
Yestris,  wishes  to  call  you  out  for  your 
attempt  to   '  bear  away  his  Bell.''  " 

This  allusion  to  Celine  brought  the  colour 
into  my  cheeks;  and  the  remembrance  of  all 
that  had  occurred,  connected  with  her, 
during  the  last  four-and- twenty  hours,  so 
entirely  absorbed  every  other  feeling,  that  1 
was  indifferent  as  to  the  consequences  of  the 
mysterious  warnings  we  had  received. 

After  paying  our  visit,  we  trotted  back  to 
Newbury,  and  only  reached  the  "  Pelican" 
as  the  clock  warned  us  that  we  had  no  time 
to  spare  before  dinner. 

"  Where's  Foster?"  I  inquired,  anxious 
to  have  the  enigma  solved. 

"  Here,  Sir,"  he  responded;  when,  just  as 
we   were  about  to  have  our  curiosity  grati- 
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fied,  two  carriages  and  four  drove  up  to  the 
door. 

"  First,   second,  third,   and  fourth   turn 
out,"  shouted  Sam  Stevens,  the  ostler. 

"  Please  to  alight,  my  lady?' '  asked  George 
Re  veil. 

"  Here   are  the  tickets,   boys,"    said  his 
able  assistant,  Foster. 

"  We  shall  be  late  for  dinner,  Percy,"  re- 
marked Horace ;  "  and,  after  the  half-holiday 
yesterday,  it  won't  be  right.  Come  along." 
This  appeal  entirely  got  rid  of  my  anxiety 
to  have  the  double  caution  explained,  and 
off  we  scampered  towards  the  Grove. 

"  This  is  the  shortest  cut,"  said  Horace, 
getting  over  the  small  fence  at  the  extre- 
mity of  the  garden. 

I  followed  him;  and,  as  we  entered  the 
shrubbery,  we  fancied  we  heard  a  rustling 
noise  among  the  laurels;  nor  were  our  con- 
jectures unfounded,  for,  before  we  had  time 
to  put  ourselves  upon  our  guard,  two  of  the 
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"  bi ir^est  fellows"  at  our  tutor's  rushed  out 
of  their  hiding  place,  and,  upon  the  blow- 
before-the-word  system,  commenced  an  as- 
sault upon  us  with  ash-plants. 

"  I'll  teach  you,"  said  my  assailant,  "  to 
take  my  hack." 

"  This  will  be  a  warning  to  you,"  exclaimed 
the  other,  "  not  to  play  tricks  with  us  in 
future." 

"  Hacks  and  tricks !"  muttered  Beaufort 
and  myself. 

"  There,  that  will  do,"  observed  the  least 
of  the  bullies.  "  It  only  wants  eighteen 
minutes  to  dinner." 

"  If  we  catch  you  again,"  rejoined  his 
companion,  "we'll  'knout'  you  within  an 
inch  of  your  lives." 

"What  can  it  mean?"  said  Beaufort, 
writhing  more  with  mental  than  bodily  pain. 

"  I  know  not,"  I  responded;  "but  a  more 
cowardly  proceeding  never  occurred :  if  we 
can  but  get  two  friends  to  stand  by  us,  we'll 
call  them  out/' 
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At  this  moment,  the  worthy  Jerry  Curtis 
made  his  appearance,  and  enlightened  us  as 
to  the  cause  of  the  unjustifiable  attack.      It 
seems  that  the  two  heroes  in  question  had,  a 
few  days  previously,  ordered  the  hacks  that 
we  had  ridden,  to  be  in  readiness  for  them  ; 
and,  owing  to  a  mistake  on  the  part  of  Bo- 
tham's   ostler,    no   entry   had   been    made. 
Unconsciously  then  were  we  guilty  of  the 
"  trick"  we  had  been  accused  of;  and  when 
the  worthy  landlord  of  the  Pelican  explained 
the  mistake,  which  he  did  within  five  minutes 
of  the  time  we   had  been  so    disgracefully 
treated,    the  anger   of  our   assailants   was 
turned  into  sorrow  and  shame.     To  do  them 
justice,   1  must  frankly  admit  that  before 
we  sat  down  to  dinner  a  most  ample  apology 
had  been  made  to  us ;    and,  if  we  did  not 
receive  it  quite  as  cordially  as  it  was  offered, 
some  allowance  may  be  made  for  frail  human 
nature,     especially    when    suffering   under 
wounded     feelings     and     bruised     bodies. 
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Time,  however,  restored  the  former,  and 
healed  the  latter;  and,  as  the  affair  reached 
the  ears  of  the  Dominie,  a  severe  lecture 
and  threat  of  expulsion,  should  it  be  renewed, 
was  the  result.  From  this  period  corporal 
punishment  was  abolished   at  the  Grove. 

The  next  two  days  glided  rapidly  on. 
Celine's  commands  had  been  implicitly 
obeyed,  for  I  had  not  only  kept  from  the 
theatre,  but  from  the  town.  The  third 
morning,  however,  was  replete  with  interest, 
for  upon  it  occurred  an  event,  the  remem- 
brance of  which  can  never  be  obliterated  from 
my  mind.  It  was  a  whole  holiday,  being 
the  anniversary  of  our  tutor's  birth;  and, 
after  an  early  breakfast,  Horace  Beaufort 
and  myself  strolled  into  the  town,  with  a 
view  of  hiring  a  tandem  for  a  drive  to 
Reading. 

Anxious  to  avoid  the  theatre,  we  sained 
the  Pelican  by  a  back-way,  and,  having  duly 
inquired  whether  any  previous  orders  had 


PERCY  HAMILTON.  217 

been  given  from  the  Grove — for,  like  burnt 
children,  we  dreaded  the  fire — desired  Ste 
vens  to  have  the  break-neck  carriage  got 
ready  for  us  in  a  quarter-of-an-hour,  and  to 
wait  some  little  distance  on  the  London 
road.  Alas!  this  fatal  quarter-of-an-hour 
produced  an  age  of  wretchedness  to  me. 

"  I  must  go  to  Mayo's  for  a  moment," 
said  Horace. 

"  And  I  want  to  see  him,"  I  responded ; 
so,  taking  my  comrade's  arm,  we  walked 
down  the  High  Street. 

As  we  crossed  Speenham-land,  from  the 
Inn,  I  could  not  help  casting  a  lingering 
look  towards  the  spot  where  my  charmer 
dwelt. 

"  Why,  what  are  you  gazing  at?  "  inquired 
Beaufort.  "  But  take  care,"  he  immediately 
added,  "  or  your  rival  will  see  you  ;  "  then 
suddenly  pulling  me  by  the  arm,  he  dragged 
me  into  a  small  shop,  from  the  window  of 
which   I   could  observe  the  man  that  had 
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attracted  his  attention,  and  who  I  immedia- 
tely recognised  as  the  light-heeled  Zephyr. 
He  was  picking  his  way  across  the  muddy 
road  that  led  to  the  theatre,  and  carried  in 
his  hand  a  small  fiddle,  some  manuscript 
music,  and  a  few  card  figures. 

"  He  is  going  to  rehearse  the  pantomime," 
said  my  companion.  "  Polly  Brown  told 
me  that  she  had  heard  from  Mrs.  Orriclge 
that  they  were  to  have  one  at  Christmas." 

"  And  can  Celine  be  alone? "  said  I 
mournfully. 

"  I'll  soon  ascertain  that  fact,"  continued 
my  friend  ;  and,  running  off  to  the  court 
where  my  fair  one  resided,  he  soon  returned 
with  the  intelligence  that  Miss  Bell  was  at 
home. 

I  deliberated  for  a  few  moments,  during 
which  a  thousand  thoughts  flitted  across 
my  mind — Was  it  kind  ?  was  it  prudent 
towards  Celine  ?  But  love  conquered — 
Oh  !  how  I  desecrate  that  pure,  hallowed 
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name — and  without  further  consideration  I 
rushed  headlong  into  an  abyss  of  misery. 

"  I  will  give  you  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
Percy,"  said  my  companion  ;  "  meet  me  at 
the  Pelican." 

On  reaching  the  court  I  looked  round,  and 
seeing  that  I  was  not  watched,  gave  a  slight 
tap  at  the  half-opened  door. 

"  Who  do  you  please  to  want?  "  inquired 
a  sour-visaged  old  hag,  whose  brawny  arms 
were  immersed  in  soap-suds,  and  who  evi- 
dently did  not  approve  of  this  interruption 
upon  that  day  so  proverbially  fatal  to  female 
good-temper — a  washing  day. 

"  Miss  Bell,"  I  stammered  out. 

"  Miss!  "  said  the  crone,  laying  great  em- 
phasis on  the  word.  "  Well,  wipe  your 
boots,  and  walk  up  ;  two  pair  back ;  there's 
been  a  nice  rumpus  between " 

I  waited  not  for  the  end  of  this  remark, 
but  running  up  the  dark  and  almost  perpen- 
dicular stairs,  reached  the  second  landing- 
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place  ;  then,  gently  tapping  at  the  door,  a 
female  voice,  which  I  recognised  as  Celine's, 
inquired : — 

"Is  it  you,  Phil?" 

Without  waiting  for  my  answer,  she 
continued  — 

a  There,  you  may  come  in  ;  you  will  find 
the  pasteboard  tricks  and  masks  under  our 
bed." 

I  opened  the  door,  and  a  scene  presented 
itself  far  beyond  my  powers  of  description. 
The  object  of  my  devotion  was  attired  in  a 
dirty  loose  wrapper,  her  hair  pinned  and 
papered.  Extended  across  the  foot  of  the 
bed,  which  was  placed  in  an  alcove,  and 
partly  hid  by  a  gaudy  red  curtain,  appeared 
the  very  tunic  and  ';  fleshings "  that  my 
rival  had  appeared  in  on  the  evening  of  my 
visit  to  the  theatre.  Dirt  and  finery  seemed 
blended  together.  The  table  was  laid  for 
breakfast,  half  covered  with  a  soiled  cloth  ; 
upon  it  appeared  a  spoutless  tea-pot,  some 
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broken  cups  and  saucers,  cracked  plates,  a 
pat  of  rancid  butter,  the  remains  of  the 
"  Pologne  "  sausage,  and  a  loaf  of  coarse- 
lookino-  bread.  A  most  abominable  odour 
assailed  my  olfactory  nerves,  proceeding 
from  some  sour  paste  and  glue,  which  had 
been  used  in  the  formation  of  the  pantomime 
tricks  already  alluded  to.  Garlands  of  roses, 
scarfs  of  every  colour,  glittering  waist-bands, 
were  hung  about  the  apartment,  forming  a 
strange  contrast  to  its  mud-coloured  stained 
walls.  At  the  corner  of  the  table,  placed 
before  a  small  fire,  sat  Celine,  busily  em- 
ployed in  sewing  some  spangles  upon  a 
harlequin's  dress. 

"  Mr.  Hamilton !"  she  exclaimed,  in  a 
most  thentrical  tone,  "  leave  me!  if  my  hus- 
band returns,  I  am  ruined."  Then,  heaving 
a  sigh  that  would  have  softened  the  heart 
of  a  rhinoceros,  she  continued :  "  Let  me 
conjure  you,  by  all — " 

At  this  moment,  T  heard  what  in  modern 
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phraseology  is  called  "  sitch  a  getting  up 
stairs;"  and,  before  I  could  make  my  escape, 
the  door  opened,  and  Parker  appeared. 

"  Why,  Lina  "  he  said  in  an  off-hand 
manner,  "  they  told  me  Phil  the  call-boy 
was  here.  T  congratulate  you,  sir,  on  your 
new  situation,"  he  continued,   with  a  sneer. 

Both  Celine  and  myself  began  to  falter 
out  an  explanation. 

"  Why,  Sam,  this  is  Mr.  Percy  Hamilton, 
that  I  met  at  Madame  Tourville's;  he 
has  called  to  inquire  about  the  pantomime, 
and  our  benefit." 

"  Gammon,  Lina ;  Pve  heard  of  this  young 
spark ;  but  pray,  sir,  be  seated,  and  any  bu- 
siness you  may  have  with  that  lady  can  be 
transacted  before  me." 

This  was  what  is  termed  a  regular  "poser," 
and  I  became  as  mute  as  a  mackerel.  After 
a  few  seconds,  I  recovered  myself  sufficiently 
to  carry  out  my  belle's  stratagem,  and  to  say 
that  on   Mr.   Parker's  night  the   Donning- 
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ton  party  would  be  happy  to  take  the  stage- 
box. 

a  It's  all  up,  Lina.  I've  had  a  regular 
shind}^  with  the  governor,"  continued  the 
vulgar  brute.  "A  few  pounds,  and  we 
should  have  done  the  '  trick  '  handsome;  but 
he  fought  shy  of  the  'nonsense,'  and  wouldn't 
have  it;  so  we  are  free  to  accept  Giraing- 
ham's  offer  at  Taunton.  Won't  we  come  it 
strong  ?  " 

I  was  so  thoroughly  disgusted  with  the 
cool  effrontery  of  my  rival,  that  I  rose  to 
depart. 

"  Equally  obliged  to  you,  Mr.  Hamilton, 
for  your  kind  support,"  said  he,  in  a 
satirical  tone — "  a'nt  we,  Lina?" 

Suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  he  winked 
his  right  organ  of  sight,  put  his  tongue  out 
of  the  corner  of  his  mouth,  and,  pulling  down 
his  left  eyelid,  knowingly  inquired,  "  Do  you 
see  any  sand  in  my  peeper?" 

Without  uttering  another  word,  I  rushed 
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to  the  door,  and  turned  to  take  one   look  at 
Celine. 

"  Good  morning,  Mr.  Hamilton,"  resumed 
my  tormentor.  "  If  ever  you  come  our 
way,  pray  remember  Samuel  Diderot  Vestris 
Parker,  whose  benefit  is  fixed  for  the  four- 
teenth of  June,  under  the  patronage  of 
several  persons  of  distinction." 

With  this  "  musty  "  quotation,  the  strol- 
ling dancer  politely  bowed  me  out.  Clinging 
hold  of  the  crazy  banisters,  which  nearly 
gave  way  to  my  agitated  movements,  I 
slipped  down  three  or  four  steps  at  a  time ; 
and  having  in  my  haste  nearly  upset  the 
old  woman  in  her  own  soap-suds,  gained 
the  court,  where  I  found  Horace  Beaufort 
anxiously  awaiting  my  return. 

"Why,  what  has  happened,  Percy?" 
inquired  my  companion.  "  You  areas  pale 
as  ashes." 

No  word  of  lamentation  escaped  my  lips; 
I  gave  myself  up  to  silent  despair.      After 


PERCY    HAMILTON.  225 

a  brief  period,  my  comrade  tried  to  rouse 
me  from  the  lethargic  state  my  inward  grief 
had  plunged  me  in,  and  bringing  the  most 
consummate  tact,  the  kindest  consideration, 
and  practical  sense  to  his  assistance,  partly 
succeeded  in  restoring  my  former  equani- 
mity. The  proofs  that  I  had  received  of 
Celine's  falsehood  and  depravity,  the  feeling 
that  I  had  been  deceived  and  trifled  with, 
the  insolent  tone  adopted  towards  me  by 
my  successful  rival,  the  unequivocal  terms 
upon  which  the  object  of  my  devotion  lived 
withthecoarse  illiterate  married  man,  Parker, 
(whose  cruel  desertion  of  his  own  wife  had 
recently  appeared  in  the  Metropolitan  police 
reports),  all  combined  to  turn  my  passion 
into  "tyrannous  hate;"  and,  if  I  did  not  seek 
the  "  wide  revenge"  of  the  ill-fated  Moor  of 
Venice,  I  could  at  least  exclaim  with  him — 

"  All  my  fond  love  thus  1  do  blow  to  Heaven  : 
'Tis  gone  " 

"  Come,  Percy,  a  drive  will  do  you  good," 
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said  Horace  Beaufort,  "  You  shall  take  the 
reins  for  the  first  hour." 

The  tandem  was  in  readiness,  and  in  a  few 
seconds  we  were  trotting;  along  the  London 
road  towards  Reading.  The  soothing  sys- 
tem of  my  companion,  and  the  exhilarating 
influence  of  a  drive  upon  a  bright  sunny 
December  day,  produced  a  wonderful  effect 
upon  my  spirits  ;  and  my  mental  barometer, 
which  had  varied  from  stormy  to  cloudy,  had 
now  set  fair,  An  incident,  too,  occurred 
that  tended  to  dissipate  the  painful  remem- 
brance of  the  morning,  and  to  divert  my 
thoughts  from  the  false  fair  one. 

We  had  not  proceeded  ten  miles,  before 
our  attention  was  directed  to  a  carriage 
drawn  by  the  side  of  the  road.  The  coach- 
man was  moaning  over  one  of  his  horses, 
now  lying  weltering  in  his  blood,  from  a  deep 
wound  received  in  the  chest.  A  broken  shaft, 
a  damaged  huckster's  cart  and  its  drunken 
driver,   too  easily  showed  how  the  concus- 
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sion  had  taken  place.  An  elderly-looking 
person  was  leading  a  timid  young  girl  from 
the  scene  of  the  misfortune. 

"Can  I  be  of  any  service,  Dr.  Wilmot?" 
I  exclaimed,  pulling  short  up,  and  handing 
the  reins  to  my  companions.  "  There  is  a 
cottage  within  thirty  yards :  allow  me  to  con- 
duct you  to  it." 

"  Poor  Mary  has  received  a  sad  shock," 
replied  the  venerable  pastor.  u  Take  Mr. 
Hamilton's  arm,  my  dear.  To  see  her 
favourite  animal,  Shamrock,  that  she  has 
driven  since  childhood,  killed  before  her 
eyes,  is  a  severe  trial." 

The  poor  creature  gave  an  hysterical  sob, 
and  burst  into  a  flood  of  tears. 

"  Mrs.  Berry,"  I  exclaimed,  rapping 
loudly  at  the  cottage-door,  "  a  glass  of  water 
and  some  vinegar." 

"  Oh,  Mr.  Percy,  is  it  you?"  responded 
the  worthy  dame,  with  whom  I  had  formed 
a  slight   acquaintance  when  fishing  in  the 


228  PERCY    HAMILTON. 

neighbourhood.  "  I'll  bring  some  hartshorn 
in  a  moment.  Anne,  run  to  the  well  for 
some  fresh  water." 

In  the  mean  time,  Miss  Wilmot  had  par- 
tially reeovered  her  eomposure :  and  being 
unfashionable  enough  to  wish  to  avoid  a 
scene,  had  kindly  declined  the  burned  feathers 
and  smelling  salts  which  the  attentive  hostess 
had  procured  for  her.  Leaving  the  party 
in  the  small,  but  neat  cottage,  I  rejoined 
Horace  Beaufort. 

"  You  had  better  take  our  leader,  he  goes 
admirably  at  wheel,"  said  I,  addressing  the 
still  disconsolate  coachman. 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Percy,"  he  replied,  and 
then  in  a  voice  between  a  sob  and  a  groan, 
continued,  "  My  poor  young  mistress  will 
feel  his  loss  so  much ;  she  has  fed  him  almost 
daily  since  he  was  foaled.  Oh  dear  !  this  is 
a  sad  day. 

"So  it  is,"  I  responded,  "but  we  shall 
make  it  worse  by  keeping  your  master  from 
home  ;  so  assist  me  in  altering  the  harness." 
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I  then  gave  some  private  directions  with 
respect  to  the  lifeless  animal;  and  within 
five  minutes  the  carriage  and  the  gig  were 
drawn  up  at  Mrs.  Berry's  cottage  door.  A 
thousand  thanks  said  and  looked  father  and 
daughter,   as  I  handed  them   into    the   car- 
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"  How  kind  of  you,  Mr.  Beaufort !"  pro- 
ceeded the  former,  "  to  take  so  much  trou- 
ble;" for,  from  the  window,  Dr.  Wilmothad 
witnessed  our  exertions  ;  "  I  hope  next 
Sunday  we  shall  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing 
you  both  at  the  rectory  to  luncheon." 

"  We  shall  be  delighted,"  responded 
Horace  and  myself. 

But  the  drive  home,  the  character  of  Mary 
Wilmot,  and  the  feeling  she  had  inspired  in 
my  breast,  must  be  reserved  for  another 
chapter. 
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CHAPTER  X. 

"  And  surely  never  did  there  live  on  earth 
A  man  of  kindlier  nature.     The  rough  sports 
And  teazing  ways  of  children  vexed  not  him  ; 
Indulgent  listener  was  he  to  the  tongue 
Of  garrulous  age  ;  nor  did  the  sick  man's  tale 
To  his  fraternal  sympathy  address'd 
Obtain  reluctant  hearing." 

Words  worth. 

The  Rector  and  his  Daughter — "  Love's  young  dream." 

Among  the  families  who  occupied  the 
highest  rank  in  our  little  world  of  Donning- 
toii,  that  of  the  clergyman  was  most  deserv- 
ing of  notice,  not  only  for  his  own  high  and 
estimable  character — although   indeed    that 
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was  of  itself  sufficient  to  inspire  us  with 
respect  and  reverence — but  because  his 
friendship  with  our  worthy  tutor  brought  us 
boys  more  particularly  before  him,  and  also 
caused  us  often  to  be  thrown  into  the  society 
of  the  constant  companion  of  his  daily  walks 
and  rides;  the  sharer  in  his  visits  to  the 
cottages  of  the  poor;  the  soother  of  his 
otherwise  solitary  hours — his  only  daughter, 
Mary. 

Dr.  Wilmot  was  one  of  those  men  who, 
endowed  with  great  abilities  himself,  was 
patient  enough  to  give  his  time  and  atten- 
tion to  the  most  ignorant  of  his  flock,  to 
bring  his  fine  intellect  down  to  the  level  of 
their  understanding,  to  devote  hours  in  ex- 
plaining and  elucidating  the  mysteries  of  the 
gospel  to  those  who  were  desirous  of  en- 
lightenment, to  smooth  any  angry  feelings 
that  had  arisen  among  his  poorer  neighbours 
in  their  daily  intercourse  with  each  other. 
His  hand  and  his  heart  open  equally  to  the 
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miseries  of  either  poverty  or  woe,  his  advice 
when  given  ever  tempered  by  Christian 
mildness  and  forbearance, — can  it  be  matter 
of  surprise  that  he  was  adored  by  his  humble 
parishioners?  And  while  they  regarded  him 
with  awe  as  their  admonisher  and  teacher, 
they  loved  him  as  their  friend — one  whose 
never-failing  kindness  well  entitled  him  to 
be  considered  as  such.  The  rich  were  al- 
ways anxious  to  see  in  their  house,  and  at 
their  table,  a  man  whose  conversation  was 
varied  and  intellectual;  who,  though  prac- 
tising and  performing  his  duties  as  a  clergy- 
man in  the  true  spirit  of  religion,  enjoyed 
society,  entered  into  the  passing  events  of 
the  day,  and,  while  he  invariably  withdrew, 
when  he  could,  from  anything  approaching 
to  an  argument,  yet  when  led  into  it  by  any 
particular  point  under  discussion,  scarcely 
ever  failed  to  convince  his  listeners  by  the 
moderation  of  his  tone,  the  deep  reflection 
manifest  upon  all  that  called  forth  his  opin- 
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ions,  and  the  almost  unerring  judgment  that 
characterized  his  decisions. 

In  the  pulpit,  he  was  a  close  reasoner :  to 
be  inattentive  was  to  me  impossible,  and, 
judging  by  the  demeanour  of  my  compan- 
ions, equally  so  to  them.  Once  lose  the 
thread  of  his  discourse,  it  was  difficult  to 
take  it  up  again  ;  it  required  all  your  mental 
energy  to  follow  him.  And,  although  some 
said  he  preached  more  to  the  head  than  the 
heart,  I  can  answer  for  myself,  as  never 
having  left  his  church  without  a  profound 
sorrow  for  my  own  unwordiiness,  and  an 
earnest,  I  fear  evanescent,  desire  to  act  up 
to,  through  life,  the  precepts  inculcated  by 
him.  It  was  not  alone  his  full  rich  voice, 
his  kindling  eye,  or  his  earnest  and  im- 
pressive manner;  but  it  was  the  strength 
and  force,  and  wonderful  flow  of  lansruaere 
that  carried  you  away  like  an  impetuous  tor- 
rent, leaving  you  breathless  at  the  end. 
Since  those  days,  I   have  heard    many   emi- 
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nent  preachers :  few  Lave  equalled,  none 
surpassed,  my  excellent  friend  long  since 
gathered  to  his  fathers. 

Mary  Wilmot,  the  loved  and  loving 
daughter  of  the  man  thus  imperfectly  de- 
scribed, had  been  left,  in  consequence  of  her 
mother's  death,  his  only  solace  for  nine 
years  past.  She  was  then  entering  her  six- 
teenth year,  and  well  did  she  repay  the  care 
and  affection  bestowed  upon  her.  It  was 
not  her  beauty  that  made  an  impression 
upon  me,  for  she  was  not  beautiful.  I  do 
not  recollect  how  or  under  what  circum- 
stances we  first  met — proving  that  it  had 
not,  as  in  the  instance  of  Celine,  been  that 
potent  spell  which  drew  me  to  her  in  the  out- 
set of  our  acquaintance.  Her  charm  con- 
sisted of  a  certain  attractiveness,  which  I 
have  (in  dwelling  upon  her  image)  since 
thought  arose  from  the  fascination  of  a 
highly-cultivated  mind,  joined  to  a  heart  so 
loving    that    her   eyes,    despite   of    herself, 
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beamed  with  an  expression  of  tenderness 
upon  those  around  her,  and  showing  a  depth 
of  feeling  slumbering  in  abreast  as  pure  and 
as  unruffled  as  an  infant's.  A  figure  re- 
markable for  its  line  proportions;  a  skin  of 
alabaster,  and  a  profusion  of  dark  brown 
hair,  soft  and  silky  in  texture,  complete  the 
picture  of  Mary. 

I  recollect,  after  having  seen  her  some 
few  times,  I  expressed  astonishment  that 
Spencer  Atherston  had  passed  her  over  in 
utter  silence,  when  enumerating  the  belles 
of  Newbury  and  its  neighbourhood;  but 
my  cicisbeo  informed  me,  that  all  powerful 
as  the  "  lady-killer  "  considered  himself,  he 
had  failed  to  raise  more  than  a  quiet 
and  good-humoured  smile  on  the  part  of 
the  gentle  girl  in  recognising  and  return- 
ing the  usual  greetings,  which  not  long  be- 
fore  Spencer  managed  should  be  whenever 
she  rode  or  walked  beyond  the  precincts  of 
her  home — spending  much  of  his  spare  time 
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in  getting  up  an  elaborate  toilet,  whieh  he 
thought  would  produce  its  effect  upon  the 
unsophisticated  and  country-reared  clergy- 
man's daughter. 

I  have  said  in  the  commencement  of  this 
chapter  that  there  existed  a  strict  and  warm 
friendship  between  our  tutor  and  the  doctor, 
the  result  of  many  years'  acquaintance,  of 
benefits  mutually  conferred,  and  of  a  simi- 
larity of  pursuits.  After  Mr.  Knollys  had 
discharged  his  duties  by  us,  his  recreation 
was  to  walk  over  to  his  old  friend's  house, 
where  he  always  found  a  hearty  welcome 
from  the  pastor,  a  cheerful  one  from  an  old 
maiden  sister,  who  resided  at  the  rectory  as 
manager  of  the  household,  and  guardian  to 
her  niece,  and  last,  not  least,  a  winning 
smile  from  that  niece  herself. 

The  doctor  had  ever  given  him  permission 
to  bring  at  any  time  such  of  his  pupils  as 
might  feel  disposed  to  join  him,  and  who  did 
not  despise  or  call  it  "  slow,"  to  pass  an  hour 
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in  a  rational  and  domestic  manner.  Our 
dominie  having  told  us  this,  never  pressed 
the  subject ;  but,  while  he  encouraged  us  in 
all  the  manly  pursuits  suited  to  our  age  and 
station,  he  was  never  better  pleased  than 
when  any  of  us  volunteered  accompanying 
him  to  the  rectory,  knowing  we  should  ge- 
nerally leave  it  improved  by  the  society  in 
which  we  had  been.  On  these  occasions,  Dr. 
Wilmot  exerted  himself  for  our  amusement ; 
and,  having  been  originally  intended  for 
another  profession,  he  had  seen  much  of  the 
world,  possessed  a  fund  of  anecdote,  and 
opened  the  store  of  his  wonderful  memory 
for  our  amusement  and  edification.  He  had 
been  in  early  life  a  sportsman,  and  had  been 
looked  upon,  and  justly  so,  as  a  good  shot, 
and  an  oracle  upon  fishing  in  all  its  branches ; 
invaluable,  too,  at  cricket,  a  game  he  had 
promoted  in  every  way  by  precept  and 
example,  so  that  he  was  a  great  favourite 
with  us  all;  and  had  he  lived  in  these  times, 
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would  have  been  pronounced,  in  the  slang 
of  the  present  day,  "a  regular  brick.'' 
Spencer  had  been  one  of  the  most  frequent 
visitors  at  the  parsonage;  finding,  however, 
Mary,  insensible  to  his  merits,  he  gradually 
left  off  calling,  and  devoted  himself  to  the 
Graces  at  the  Newbury  Magasin  des  Modes, 
whose  winning  smiles  softened  the  slioht 
wound  his  amour  propre  had  received. 

Affairs  were  in  this  state  when  the  dis- 
covery respecting  Celine  took  place.  Dr. 
Wilmot  and  his  daughter  were  absent  on  a 
visit  at  Caversham  Park,  and  it  was  upon 
their  return  that  the  incident  related  at  the 
termination  of  the  last  chapter  occurred. 
No  sooner  had  Horace  Beaufort  and  myself 
replaced  with  the  leader  of  our  tandem  the 
favourite  animal  that  had  been  killed  in  the 
rector's  carriage,  than  we  trotted  home  by 
the  side  of  it  as  an  escort  against  further 
harm. 

Passing   through  Speenham-land,  we  ob- 
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served  a  commotion  in  the  street ;  and,  as  we 
reached  the  entrance  of  the  court,  the  scene 
of  my  morning's  adventure,  a  van  was  drawn 
up  across  the  road.  "  Look  alive,"  said  the 
driver,  as  he  stowed  away  two  large  chests, 
which  my  quick  eye  soon  showed  me  were 
chests  directed  to  Mr.  Parker,  Taunton. 
"  Here,  Miss,  you  can  sit  by  my  side,  and 
the  gentleman  will  find  a  snug  place  against 
those  corn  sacks."  The  van  was  backed  to 
let  us  pass,  and  exposed  to  our  view  Celine, 
enveloped  in  a  faded  gaudy-coloured  cloak, 
looking  pale  and  care-worn.  "  You  had 
better  wrap  these  horse-cloths  round  your 
feet,  Miss,"  continued  the  man,  "  it  will  be 
bitterly  cold  after  dark." 

"  Poor  creature !"  thought  I,  "  to  travel 
during  a  raw  winter's  night  in  such  a  con- 
veyance." My  sympathies  were  beginning 
to  be  excited,  when  a  new  current  was  given 
to  my  thoughts,  by  the  conduct  of  my  tor- 
mentor. 
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"Mr.  Hamilton,"  he  exclaimed,  putting 
his  head  through  a  hole  in  the  tarpauling 
curtains  of  the  vehicle,  and  moving  and  sha- 
king it  about  after  the  most  approved  harle- 
quin fashion,  "  remember  my  night  will 
shortly  be  fixed — 


'  Freeze,  freeze,  thou  bitter  sky; 
Thou  dost  not  bite  so  nigh 
As  benefits  forgot.'  " 


The  elements  seemed  to  respond  to  his 
quotation,  for  a  fall  of  sleet  followed  the 
appeal  of  my  successful  rival.  This  vul- 
garity in  Mary's  presence  quickly  recalled 
me  to  my  senses;  so,  dropping  my  hand, 
and  applying  a  slight  touch  of  the  whip 
to  the  willing  horse,  we  trotted  past  the 
conveyance  that  was  to  transport  the  faith- 
less Lina  and  her  motley  lover  on  their  way 
to  Taunton. 

Upon  arriving  at  the  rectory,  we  took  our 
leave,  but  not  before  we  had  received  a  most 
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pressing  invitation  to  accompany  our  tutor 
to  dinner  with  the  worthy  Doctor  upon  the 
following  day.  To  this  we  readily  assented ; 
and,  as  we  were  about  to  replace  our 
horse  in  the  tandem,  a  remark  from  Mary 
Wilmot,  of  the  danger  of  such  a  vehicle, 
soon  induced  us  to  dispense  with  the  leader. 
A  slight  blush  and  an  eye  beaming  with 
satisfaction  showed  that  the  young  girl  was 
gratified  at  the  prompt  attention  we  had 
paid  to  her  suggestion. 

Winter  with  its  frosts  and  colds  had  now 
passed  away;  Mary  and  her  father  rode  to- 
gether every  day.  We  used  to  see  them 
sometimes  in  the  distance,  sometimes  pass 
them  as  we  trotted  off  upon  our  expeditions 
after  studies.  Our  pursuits  and  inclinations 
seldom  led  us  to  join  them.  I  was,  however, 
one  day  lingering  along  the  road  when  they 
overtook  me.  "  What!  alone,  Percy?"  said 
the  Doctor,  as  he  pulled  up.  "  How  comes 
that?" 

VOL.  II.  M 
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I  explained  that  my  usual  companion, 
Horace,  was  engaged  in  some  occupation 
that  would  occupy  him  the  greatest  part  of 
the  day,  and  that  I  had  mounted  my  horse 
to  endeavour  to  while  away  the  time  until 
he  was  again  at  liberty. 

It  was  the  middle  of  May;  the  sun  shone 
brightly,  the  birds  sang,  the  trees,  tinged 
with  the  tender  green  of  the  just-opened 
leaves,  the  wild  flowers  growing  in  profusion 
along  the  hedge-rows,  the  softness  of  the  at- 
mosphere after  a  long  season  of  cold,  ren- 
dered it  one  of  those  delicious  days  peculiar 
to  our  climate  in  early  spring.  One  of  those 
days  that  cause  you  to  saunter  on  without 
aim  or  end,  contented  to  inhale  the  balmy 
air  and  indulge  in  reverie,  or,  as  in  my  case 
at  that  moment,  to  feel  oppressed  with  the 
weight  of  one's  own  thoughts,  and  long  for 
some  person  to  whom  one  could  express 
them. 

"  We  are  going  to  ride  through  the  High- 
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clere  woods,"  said  Mary.     "  Would  you  like 
to  join  us?" 

I  gladly  accepted  the  offer.  The  rector 
was  one  of  the  very  few  who  had  the  privi- 
lege of  using  these  private  rides ;  the  scenery 
was  therefore  new  to  me,  and  beautiful  it 
certainly  was.  Sometimes  the  path  wound 
through  what  in  summer  would  be  a  dense 
mass  of  oak  and  elm,  sometimes  by  the  side 
of  a  brook  bubbling  and  dashing  over  stones 
and  rock,  at  others,  bringing  us  to  a  wild 
glen — good  covert  for  game,  and  then  again 
some  magnificent  view  would  burst  upon  us 
unexpectedly.  Nature  had  been  lavish  of 
her  gifts  upon  this  spot,  and  art  had  not 
been  there  to  spoil  her  handiwork.  "How 
lovely  is  this !"  I  exclaimed,  when  one  of 
these  panoramic  openings  occurred,  and  we 
drew  up  to  look  around  in  silence  for  some 
moments. 

"  I  was  sure,  papa,   Mr.  Hamilton  would 
find  himself  repaid  by  exchanging  the  Bath 
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road  for  this  ;  the  more  perhaps  that  it 
happened  to  be  an  idle  day  with  him,  and 
my  invitation  did  not  interfere  with  any  of 
his  pre-arranged  plans."  I  was  just  about 
to  say  something  indicative  of  my  willing- 
ness to  do  her  bidding  at  all  times,  when 
she  continued  as  if  following  up  her  thoughts, 
"  I  have  often  observed  how  fond  you  are 
of  the  country,  and  how  you  have,  with 
almost  an  artist's  eye,  marked  out  and 
dilated  upon  the  spots  best  calculated  to 
excite  your  attention  by  their  peculiarity  in 
this  neighbourhood,  and  which  your  attend- 
ance with  the  hounds  has  helped  you  to 
become  acquainted  with  in  a  very  short 
space  of  time.  You  are  unlike  your  com- 
rades there.  Lord  Heythrop  will  talk  of 
his  horse  and  the  wonders  it,  not  he  I  must 
say,  has  performed.  Harry  Milner,  as  you 
call  him,  sees  nothing  but  the  turnpike  road, 
whether  it  is  bounded  by  a  hedge,  or  skirted 
by  a  common.      Mr.   Spencer  Atherston's 
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real  pleasure  is  Newbury  itself.  Of  the  rest 
I  cannot  speak,  but  you  are  the  only  one  1 
have  heard  dwell  upon  the  beauties  of  a 
country,  for  every  hill  and  vale  of  which  I 
have  an  affection.  This  local  attachment 
leads  me  to  dwell  too  often  and  too  warmly 
upon  its  merits ;  but  you  must  imagine  I 
have  listened  with  delight  to  your  glowing 
description  of  the  country  over  which  you 
have  ridden,  and  pausing  over  these  very 
points  as  a  stranger,  that  I  from  association, 
my  father  tells  me,  am  apt  to  consider 
unequalled." 

As  she  turned  her  face  towards  me  while 
speaking,  I  could  not  help  noticing  the  im- 
provement in  her  personal  appearance  when 
animated  and  giving  utterance  to  the  feelings 
of  her  heart.  Up  to  this  day,  I  had  looked 
upon  her  as  a  nice,  amiable,  lady-like  girl, 
to  whom  I  had  sometimes  imparted  my  small 
grievances,  and  who  had  by  her  quiet  sensible 
manner  soothed    my    irritation  under  some 
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trifling  annoyances,  which  at  that  period 
might  have  been  considered  of  moment  by 
me  ;  but,  generally  speaking,  she  had  seemed 
to  pay  little  attention  to  my  conversa- 
tion with  her  father,  merely  taking  a  part, 
and  apparently  absorbed  in  her  work  the 
whole  time. 

Now  and  then  she  sang,  and  being  fond 
of  music,  I  had  found  my  way  to  the  piano ; 
her  voice  was  sweet  and  particularly  well- 
adapted  for  ballads,  and  she  had  good-hu- 
mouredly  indulged  me  by  singing  those  I 
asked  for.  Thus  we  stood  in  relation  to 
each  other  up  to  this  day  ;  but  there  was  a 
change  come  over  me,  and,  as  we  parted  upon 
our  return  home,  I  found  myself  thinking 
how  I  should  escape  from  Horace  Beaufort 
and  the  rest  of  my  companions  the  following 
day,  to  get  a  ride  with  her.  That  was  not 
to  be,  for  I  found  myself  involved  in  a 
dozen  different  arrangements,  that  left  me 
no  loophole  for  escape,  at  least  not  for  some 
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days.  Still,  I  could  not  be  satisfied  without 
seeing  her,  and  as  I  was  turning  over  in  my 
mind  how  I  could  overcome  this  difficulty 
without  attracting  the  attention  of  those 
around  me,  or  astonishing  the  good  old  aunt 
by  the  suddenness  of  my  appearance  at  an 
unusual  hour,  a  small  parcel  was  placed  in 
my  hand — "  Mr.  Randall  was  sorry  he  could 
not  get  it  done  sooner,''  said  the  faithful 
Jerry  Curtis,  "  but  he  was  obliged  to  send 
to  London  for  it." 

"All  right,"  I  responded,  and,  retiring  to 
my  room,  opened  the  packet.  My  readers 
may  probably  remember  that  at  the  conclu- 
sion of  the  last  chapter  I  alluded  to  some 
directions  I  had  given  with  regard  to  the 
animal  which  had  been  killed  on  the  road ; 
one  instruction  was  to  procure  and  forward 
me  enough  of  its  mane  to  form  a  bracelet. 
I  then  gave  the  Newbury  jeweller  an  order 
to  have  the  hair  plaited,  and  a  clasp  attached 
to  it,  bearing   the  inscription  "  Shamrock," 
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this  commission  was  fortunately  executed 
at  the  very  moment  I  was  seeking  for  a  pre- 
text to  call  upon  Mary.  Delighted  with  my 
treasure,  while  the  rest  were  getting  ready 
for  our  day's  fun,  I  darted  off,  and  new 
towards  the  rectory.  Pausing  a  moment  to 
get  breath,  I  perceived  the  window  of  the 
little  drawing-room  which  looked  into  the 
garden  open  ;  Mary  was  there  writing  at  a 
table ;  the  turf  which  came  up  to  the  house 
enabled  me  to  enter  the  room  before  she  had 
heard  a  footstep.  My  heart  beat  violently, 
my  tongue  faltered,  and  my  hand  trembled 
as  in  an  agitated  manner  I  presented  the 
bracelet. 

The  colour  rushed  into  her  face ;  her  eye 
rested  for  a  moment  upon  me  with  a  look  of 
pleasure  and  surprise,   as  she  thanked  me  ; 
for,  holding  out  her  hand,   she  said,  "  How 
kind  of  you  to  think  of  me  !" 

I  longed  to  tell  her  I  had  thought  of  little 
else  during  the  last  twelve  hours,  but  I  re- 
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strained  myself.  I  felt  sorely  tempted  to 
linger,  but  was  recalled  to  the  necessity  of 
hurrying  off,  that  I  might  reach  Donnington 
ere  my  absence  should  be  discovered.  I  had 
so  often  joked  my  friends  for  their  little  ten- 
dernesses that  I  did  not  doubt  they  would 
delight  in  an  opportunity  of  revenging 
themselves  upon  me.  I  dreaded  this  ;  I 
cherished  my  new-born  love  in  the  depths  of 
my  own  heart,  and  any  allusion  to  it  from 
careless  lips  would  have  maddened  me.  I 
hastily  then  took  my  leave,  and  was  de- 
lighted to  find  my  absence  had  not  been  per- 
ceived, for  it  was  some  moments  after  my 
return  before  the  rest  were  ready. 

Spring  had  given  place  to  summer,  sum- 
mer to  autumn,  and  autumn  to  winter; 
with  time  had  increased  my  fondness.  The 
hours  passed  with  Mary  appeared  too  short, 
they  seemed  never  ending  when  absent; 
my  whole  soul  was  wrapped  up  in  her 
with  an  intensity  belonging  alone  to   that 
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period  of  life  when  all  is  fresh,  and  we  know 
nothing  from  experience  of  deceit  and 
treachery.  I  would  have  given  worlds  to 
have  discovered  exactly  her  feelings  towards 
me.  I  had  hitherto  lacked  the  courage  to 
ascertain  them.  'Tis  true,  when  together 
she  always  seemed  happy  and  contented  ; 
she  spoke  ever  kindly,  and  with  an  interest 
that  touched  me  deeply,  of  my  future  pros- 
pects ;  but  I  fancied  she  was  apt  to  turn  the 
conversation  to  that  future  oftener  of  late 
than  she  was  wont  to  do,  and  as  it  involved 
the  question  of  my  taking  leave  of  her, 
perhaps  never  to  meet  again,  it  irritated  me; 
and  when  I  by  word  or  look  showed  the 
absorbing  influence  she  possessed  over  me, 
I  observed  she  fell  back  upon  herself,  and 
with  an  effort,  checked  all  responsive  feeling. 
There  was  also  something  grave  and  sad  in 
her  manner  ;  I  could  not  have  borne  this 
much  longer,  when  an  incident  occurred  that 
brought  all  to  a  crisis. 

I  was  standing  discussing  some  point  with 
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Heythrop,  when  he  seized  my  arm,  and  eaid, 
"  Look,  Percy,  did  you  ever  see  so  clever  a 
horse?" 

I  turned,  and  beheld  a  remarkably  fine 
animal  ridden  by  a  stranger,  who  bowed 
to  my  companion  in  a  somewhat  stiff  and 
formal  manner.     "  Who  is  that?"  I  inquired. 

"  That,  my  dear  fellow,  is  Colonel  Stafford, 
a  regular  nabob  from  India;  he  is  visiting 
in  the  neighbourhood.  I  do  not  fancy  him, 
and  I  believe  he  is  not  generally  popular; 
but  he  is  a  good  judge  of  horseflesh,  and 
spares  no  money  in  his  stud.  By-the-bye, 
they  say  he  is  to  marry  Miss  Wilmot,  and 
he  is  now  bending  his  way  to  the  rectory." 

"  Marry  Mary  Wilmot!"  I  exclaimed.  "  I 
never  heard   his  name  mentioned  bv  them, 

a/  7 

and  I  thought  I  knew  every  friend  they 
had." 

"  I  only  give  you  the  report  as  it  was 
rumoured  last  week,"  proceeded  Heythrop, 
little  dreaming  of  the  torture  he  had  inflicted. 
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I  walked  about  in  a  distracted  state.  Could 
it  be,  then,  I  had  deceived  myself,  and  taken 
the  interest  she  had  shown  in  a  vainer  light 
than  she  had  intended?  or  had  she  been  a 
heartless    coquette  ?       Her    truthful    face 
started  up  before  my  memory,   and   I   dis- 
missed the  idea  as  unworthj*  of  her  and  my- 
self; but  I  determined  forthwith  to  seek  her 
— suspense  was  madness — I  felt  as  if  I  must 
do  something  desperate  to  relieve  the  tur- 
moil  of  my  breast.     As  I  entered  the  gate, 
Colonel  Stafford   passed  out — he  had    not 
been  admitted.     I  hurried  on,  and  did   not 
pause  until  I  found  mjself  in   her  presence 
who  was  all  the  Avorld  to  me.     Ever  impe- 
tuous in  my  feelings  when  roused,  I   threw 
myself  upon  my  knees  before  her,  and,  snatch- 
ing her  hand  in  mine,  I   poured  forth  the 
long  pent-up  feelings  of  my  breast ;  I  told 
her  how,  little  by  little,  I  had  come  to  love 
her — how  day  by  day  I  had  found  her  image 
more   closely    twined    around    my    heart, 
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"Mary,  speak;  tell  me  that  you  return  it; 
say  that  you  will  be  mine — look  not  so  ear- 
nestly and  so  sadly  at  me — tell  me  you  love 
me. 

Tears  came  to  her  eyes  as  she  said,  "  En- 
deavour, dear  Percy,  to  calm  yourself;  rise 
from  that  position  and  I  will  answer  yon. 
Alas !  I  have  of  late  feared  this,  and  now  I 
have  a  hard  task  before  me,  but  I  will  not 
shrink  from  it." 

Her  words  raised  the  demon  jealousy,  and, 
striking  my  aching  brow  I  exclaimed,  "  Tell 
me  not  you  are  engaged  to  Colonel  Stafford." 

"  No,  Percy,  I  am  engaged  to  no  one  ; 
the  task  I  allude  to  is  that  of  placing  before 
you  the  hopelessness  of  our  ever  being 
more  to  each  other  than  friends." 

Again  1  supplicated  her  to  listen  to  me ; 
that  I  had  thought  of  everything ;  that  I 
would  join  my  regiment  abroad  for  three  or 
four  years,  then  come  home  and  claim  her. 
"  All  I  want  to  know  is  that  you  return  my 
love,  and  will  be  mine  eventually." 
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There  was  a  slight  struggle,  her  voice 
faltered  but  became  firmer  as  she  proceeded, 
"  No,  this  must  not  be;  you  must  listen  now 
to  me.  You  forget  your  family  and  friends ; 
you  forget  life  has  scarcely  commenced  for 
you  ;  you  forget  the  profession  you  are  des- 
tined for  is  one  in  which  an  early  marriage 
is  peculiarly  to  be  avoided.  If  I  have  been 
the  cause,  let  me  repair  as  best  I  can  the 
mischief  that  a  selfish  feeling  of  gratification 
in  your  society  has  led  me  to  commit;  and, 
if  you  really  love  me,  let  me  not  suffer  the 
pang  of  self-reproach.  You  feel  all  you  now 
say;  you  think  your  affection  would  stand 
the  trial  of  separation  and  temptation  :  it  is 
a  mistake,  and  you  would  awake  from  your 
dream  to  find  yourself  bound  by  a  chain 
that  would  become  unbearable.  Even  if 
this  was  not  the  case,  how  would  your  family, 
proud  as  it  is,  sanction  your  marriage  with 
a  simple  country  clergyman's  daughter,  who 
has  neither    beauty    nor    fortune,   nor    an 
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ancient    pedigree    to    make    up    the    defi- 
ciency ?" 

I  committed  all  sorts  of  extravagances : 
I  said  I  would  seek  her  father;  he,  at  all 
events,  would  be  reasonable — for  at  that 
moment  I  could  not  admit  the  truth  of  what 
she  had  said ;  but  there  was  about  her  that 
quiet  decision  of  manner  which  made  me 
insensibly  give  waj'  to  her.  Yielding  then 
to  her  entreaties  that  I  would  leave  her,  I 
took  my  departure,  subdued  in  spirit,  but 
still  with  a  lurking  hope  that  my  love  was 
returned. 

I  promised  myself  to  see  her  early  the 
next  day,  but  something  detained  me  until 
the  evening.  On  going  to  the  entrance,  I 
found  it  locked — an  unusual  circumstance, 
but  I  took  no  particular  heed  of  it,  beinglate; 
as  1  rang  the  bell,  the  servant  opened  the 
door,  and  as  I  was  walking  in  she  said, 
"  Please,  Sir,  the  Doctor  and  my  young 
mistrc-s  are  gone  to  London;  but  Miss 
Rachel  is  at  home."' 
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"Gone  to  London?"  I  exclaimed. 

"  Yes,  Sir,  and  Miss  Mary  has  left  this 
note  for  yon,  with  which  I  was  just  step- 
ping over  to  the  Grove." 

I  snatched  the  letter  out  of  her  hand,  tore 
it  open,  and  was  beginning  to  read  it  by 
the  light  of  the  hall  lamp.  I  could  not  dis- 
tinguish the  letters  ;  all  was  chaos  and  con- 
fusion, as  the  paper  danced  before  my  eyes. 
Commanding  my  voice  as  best  I  could,  I 
desired  my  apologies  to  be  made  to  dear  old 
aunt  Rachel,  and  once  more  retraced  my 
steps  home.  Arrived  there,  I  shut  myself 
up  in  my  room,  and,  with  a  beating  heart, 
again  endeavoured  to  read  the  contents  of 
my  letter : 

"  My  father  having  been  unexpectedly 
summoned  to  London  this  morning  on  im- 
portant business,  I  determined  to  accompany 
him,  and  at  the  same  time  accept  an  invita- 
tion to  pass  a  few  weeks  with  my  aunt  at 
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Brighton ;  so  that  when  I  return,  dear  Percy, 
you  will  no  longer  be  at  Donnington.  In 
tearing  myself  away,  without  the  consolation 
of  seeing  you  once  more,  I  have  consulted 
vour  real  interest,  and  shown  more  true 
and  sincere  affection  than  at  the  moment  of 
reading  this  you  will  allow.  It  would  be 
ruin  for  you  to  shackle  your  career  ere  it 
has  commenced,  even  if  you  were  quite  sure 
of  your  own  feelings.  Turn  your  thoughts, 
then,  away  from  me :  you  will  find  it  easier 
than  you  imagine  when  thrown  amid  other 
scenes.  Look  upon  me  only  as  if  you  were 
my  brother,  and  let  me  occupy  that  place 
in  your  heart  reserved  for  a  favourite  sister : 
remember  she  will  ever  rejoice  in  your  wel- 
fare, grieve  for  your  sorrows,  and  follow 
your  footsteps  through  life  with  an  anxious 
heart,  trusting  that  years  hence  we  may 
meet  again,  when  you  will  be  better  able 
to  appreciate  the  sacrifice  I  have  now  made. 

"M.  W. 
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"  PS.  You  will  not,  I  trust,  reject  the 
accompanying  seal  as  a  souvenir  of  an  act 
that  has  left  upon  father  and  daughter  a  not 
less  enduring  impression  than  will  be  found 
upon  the  stone  itself;  and,  while  your  gift 
of  the  bracelet  remains  a  sad  memento  of 
our  lost  favourite,  may  this  recall  to  your 
mind  the  gratitude  I  feel  for  the  kind 
thought  that  enables  me  to  possess  so  in- 
teresting a  relic  of  the  past !" 

Whether  we  ever  did  meet  again,  as  she 
predicted,  will  be  fully  developed  in  the 
course  of  this  narrative;  in  the  mean  time, 
suffice  it  to  say,  other  scenes  soon  attracted 
me,  and  other  feelings  did  take  posses- 
sion of  me;  nevertheless,  few  have  been 
stronger,  none  purer  than  this  first  serious 
love.  It  sleeps  in  my  memory  as  the  moon- 
beam on  a  lake. 
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CHAPTER   XL 

"  Then  farewell  home,  and  farewell  friends, 
Adieu  each  tender  tie  !" 

Walter  Scott. 

1  receive  permission  to  join  the  army  in  the  south  of 
France — Newhury  as  it  is— Duke  of  York's  levee— Ball 
at  Carlton  House — a  few  hours  with  Byron — Leave 
London  for  Plymouth. 

Our  last  chapter  terminated  with  the 
sudden  departure  of  Mary  Wilmot  for 
London,  to  avoid  any  further  importunities 
on  my  part,  and  I  was  left  ;<  to  chew  the 
cud  of  inward  grief;"  when,  at  the  termina- 
tion of  a  few  weeks,  an  event  occurred  which 
gave  a  new  current  to  my  thoughts.  No 
sooner  had  I  received  the  letter  upon  which 


260  PERCY    HAMILTON. 

my  happiness  was  wrecked,  than  I  deter- 
mined to  make  every  effort  to  exchange  my 
inactive  life  for  one  of  spirit-stirring  excite- 
ment. With  this  feeling,  I  addressed  my 
parents,  urging  them  to  permit  me  to  ex- 
change into  any  regiment  serving  in  the 
south  of  France;  fortunately  for  my  cause, 
an  old  friend  of  my  father's,  who  had  only 
just  recovered  from  the  severe  wounds  he  had 
received  at  Salamanca,  was  about  to  rejoin 
the  army :  the  reply  then  was  couched  in 
the  most  affectionate  terms,  telling  me  that 
I  had  been  appointed  to  the  staff  of  one  of 
the  most  distinguished  generals  in  the  ser- 
vice, in  ten  days  Colonel  Marsland  would 
embark  from  Plymouth,  and  that  I  must 
lose  no  time  in  proceeding  to  London  to  make 
preparations  for  the  campaign.  I  need 
scarcely  say  that  this  order  was  attended  to 
with  alacrity;  and,  taking  an  affectionate 
leave  of  my  kind-hearted  tutor,  my  young 
companions,  and  the  inmates  of  Donnington, 
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before  twelve  o'clock  I  was  at  Botham's  door, 
ready  for  the  first  coach  up  to  town. 

"You  have  half  an  hour  to  spare,  Mr. 
Percy,"  said  George  Revell;  "  I'll  be  sure  to 
see  your  luggage  put  into  the  hind  boot." 

Need  I  say  that  I  devoted  this  brief  period 
to  wishing  a  hearty  good-bye  to  my  New- 
bury friends?" 

"  What,  going  to  the  wars,  Master  Percy?" 
said  the  purveyor  of  tarts  and  custards; 
"you'll  come  back  covered  with  honour  and 
glory ;  but  I  fear  you  will  forget  all  of  us,' 
she  mournfully  continued,  "  when  you  get 
your  fine  uniform  on." 

"  Never !  "  I  indignantly  replied,  and 
happy  am  I  to  be  able  to  assert  that  if  I  did 
not  fulfil  the  former  portion  of  Polly  Brown's 
good  wishes,  I  can  at  least  confidently  say 
that  I  verified  my  reply  to  her  remark, 
and  that  the  friends  of  my  boyish  days 
have  never  been  obliterated  from  my  me- 
mory. 
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After  a  lapse  of  more  than  a  quarter  of  a 
century,  a  portion  of  Miss  Brown's  prophecy 
lias  been  fulfilled,  for  I  find  myself  the  pos- 
sessor of  a  silver  medal  with  clasps,  bearing 
the  words  "  Orthes,"  "Toulouse;"  a  some- 
what tardy  reward  for  the  "  honour  and 
glory"  of  the  Peninsular  army  alluded  to 
by  the  worthy  pastry-cook.  Within  a  few 
days  of  the  receipt  of  this  distinction,  I  had 
an  opportunity  of  paying  my  respects  to 
that  lady  herself. 

Nearly  half  the  period  of  years  allotted  to 
man  have  elapsed  since  the  events  recorded 
in  this  and  the  preceding  chapters  occurred ; 
it  was  then  with  feelings  of  the  deep- 
est interest  and  curiosity  that,  upon  a  fine 
morning  in  the  month  of  May,  I  commenced 
a  pilgrimage  to  Donnington.  At  an  early 
hour,  I  found  myself  at  the  Great  Western 
station,  ready  to  take  the  first  train  to  New- 
bury :  after  a  sulphurous  journey,  we 
reached  that  town,  and  I  immediately  pro- 
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ceeded  to  the  George  and  Pelican,  where  six- 
and-thirty  years  before  I  first  stopped  upon 
my  way  to  my  tutor's  ;  but,  oh,  how  changed 
was  the  appearance  of  that  once  celebrated 
hostelrie !  A  dark- coloured  omnibus,  a  one- 
horse-fly,  two  glass- coaches,  and  a  few  pair 
of  post-horses,  were  all  that  could  be  seen 
upon  that  spot  where  in  times  gone  by 
three  "  fours"  were  sometimes  wont  to  be 
"  changed"  in  less  than  an  hour,  and  where 
the  best  turned  out  mails  and  coaches  in 
England  were  accustomed  to  stop. 

The  plague  seemed  to  have  entered  Speen- 
ham-land ;  so,  hastening  through  the  dull  de- 
serted street,  I  wended  my  way  to  the  Grove. 
Here  everything  looked  as  luxuriant  and 
bright  as  it  did  in  the  spring-time  of  my 
life :  there  stood  the  house  with  its  white 
walls  and  jasmine-covered  verandah — there 
was  the  meadow  in  which  we  used  to  gallop 
our  hacks,  and  the  fences  we  larked  over  at 
the  risk  of  breaking  our  necks;  there  were 
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the  stately  trees  under  whose  shelter  Ovid 
and  Virgil  were  plodded  over;  there  was  the 
shrubbery  walk,  where,  unalloyed  with  cares, 
we  formed  schemes  for  present  enjoyment, 
and  revelled  in  pleasant  dreams  of  future 
happiness ;  there  was  the  very  roller  to 
which  we  often  harnessed  ourselves,  and  did 
the  gardener's  work  while  he  was  employed 
on  some  errand  for  us.  But  with  all  these 
reminiscences  of  the  past,  where  were  the 
former  inmates  of  the  house?  The  worthy 
tutor  is  gathered  to  his  ancestors;  two  of 
my  youthful  companions  have  fallen  in  the 
service  of  their  country ;  the  poor  old  house- 
keeper has  departed  this  life  ;  and  Jerry 
Curtis  is  "  gone  to  his  long  home." 

After  ruminating  upon  these  sad  realities, 
and  taking  a  retrospective  glance  of  the  past, 
I  turned  my  steps  towards  the  Castle,  and 
then  striking  into  the  footpath,  went  mecha- 
nically the  very  way  that  upon  every  Sab- 
bath-day we  formerly  were  accustomed  to 
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walk  to  the  neighbouring  church;  the  day 
was  lovely — a  clear,  bright,  glorious  morning 
sun  shone  proudly  in  its  fullest  splendour, 
the  birds  carolled  their  "  wood  notes  wild," 
the  cuckoo  uttered  its  "  word  of  fear,"  the 
meadows  had  put  on  their  spring  fashions, 
the  prevailing  colours  being  (as  the  silk 
mercers  describe  it)  green,  shot  with  yellow. 
Vegetation  was  springing  up,  the  wheat  plants 
looked  promising,  the  potatoes  luxuriant,  the 
orchards  were  full  of  blossom,  the  chestnut 
trees  appeared  in  their  richest  bloom,  the 
hedgerows  shooting  out,  while  here  and  there 
a  clump  of  venerable  oaks,  or  aged  elms,  in 
the  centre  of  the  fields,  beautiful  to  the  sight 
of  all  save  the  tiller  of  the  soil,  extended 
their  wide-spreading  branches  over  mossy 
banks,  covered  with  yellow  cowslips,  the 
pale  primrose,  blue  bells,  wild  thyme,  and 
violets.  The  river  rushing  through  its  nar- 
row course,  added  greatly  to  the  beauty  of 
the  scene.     As  I  walked  along,  musing  on 
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the  past,  memory  seemed  to  recover  its  pris- 
tine energy,  for  not  a  step  was  there  that 
did  not  recall  scenes  of  bygone  times;  I 
lingered  on  the  way;  I  traced  the  initials  of 
Horace  Beaufort's,  and  my  own  name,  the 
latter  coupled  with  those  of  Mary  Wilmot, 
encircled  by  a  rather  rough  attempt  at  a 
true  lover's  knot.  I  passed  by  the  river 
side,  where 

"  The  cool  waves  in  limpid  currents  stray ; " 

and  stood  for  a  few  moments  upon  Bagnor 
Green,  looking  at  the  ditches  and  fences  we 
used  to  practise  our  hunters  over.  By  an 
instinct  I  cannot  explain,  I  wandered  on, 
and  all  of  a  sudden  came  out  upon  the  Bath 
road,  within  fifty  yards  of  the  church  I  was 
in  search  of.  The  doors  were  standing  open, 
and  I  entered  the  sacred  edifice,  when  the 
first  object  that  presented  itself  was  a  tablet 
to  the  memory  of  that   meek  minister  of 


PERCY   HAMILTON.  267 

righteousness,  whose  pious  and  unaffected 
discourses  from  the  pulpit  I  had  so  often — 
would  that  I  could  add  profitably — listened 
to.  An  aged  female,  who  was  occupied  in 
preparing  the  hallowed  building  for  the  fol- 
lowing day's  service,  perceiving  the  attention 
I  paid  to  the  inscription,  said,  "  Ah,  poor 
Dr.  Wilmot !  he  was  beloved  by  all  who 
knew  him.  His  daughter,  too,  the  sweetest 
creature  that  ever  breathed  ;  she  never  quite 
recovered  her  first  love,"  continued  the  gar- 
rulous woman ;  "  it  was  in  that  pew  she  first 
attracted  the  attention  of  young  Percy 
Hamilton.  Never  shall  I  forget  his  anxiety 
to  ascertain  who  she  was ;  he  gave  me  a  hand- 
some present  to  buy  a  Sunday  bonnet  with  ; 
I  think  I  see  him  now  sitting  there  with 
his  young  companion  from  Donnington." 

"Where?"  I  hastily  inquired. 

"  Number  34  on  the  other  side;  it  was  a 
large  single  pew,  then — it  has  since  been 
divided  into  two." 

n2 
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I  sought  the  old  seat,  and  a  train  of 
thoughts  rushed  through  my  brain.  The 
father  dead,  Mary  in  her  grave,  and  I  alone 
in  the  world  to  mourn  their  loss.  "  Here, 
good  woman,"  I  exclaimed,  "  is  a  present 
for  auld  lang  syne;"  then,  rushing  into  the 
church-yard,  I  took  one  long  lingering  look 
at  the  rectory,  and  with  a  throbbing  heart 
and  fevered  pulse,  made  the  best  of  my  way 
to  Newbury. 

The  air  and  quiet  soon  revived  me.  I 
passed  the  old  Crown  Inn,  Speen  Hill, 
which,  like  many  modern  crowns,  has  ceased 
to  exist,  and  entering  the  town,  paused  to 
contemplate  the  changes  that  time  and  the 
introduction  of  steam  had  made.  The 
streets  were  deserted,  not  a  vestige  of  traffic 
being  carried  on;  the  theatre  is  enveloped 
in  a  chancery-suit,  and  is  in  a  state  of  in- 
ward dilapidation.  The  Pelican  of  the  wil- 
derness, as  it  may  literally  be  called,  looked 
desolate  and  forlorn,  and  a  portion  of  it  is 
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converted  into  a  chymist's  shop.  The  Sun 
and  Moon,  two  of  the  best  rooms  in  the 
house,  which  all  the  elite  of  the  company 
were  wont  to  occupy,  are  now  eclipsed  ;  one 
is  on  the  wane,  while  the  other  is  devoted  to 
senna,  rhubarb,  magnesia,  aloes,  cinnamon, 
and  colocynth ;  the  only  glasses  that  "  now 
sparkle  on  the  board"  are  for  effervescent 
draughts ;  the  sole  bottles  are  those  in  the 
window,  containing  blue,  white,  yellow,  and 
red  mixtures.  At  the  door  of  the  Chequers 
Inn,  I  recognised  an  old  familiar  face,  that 
of  George  Revell.  "  Why,  George,"  I  ex- 
claimed, "  you  surely  don't  forget  Percy 
Hamilton,  at  Donnington,  and  the  fun  we 
used  to  have." 

At  the  mention  of  Donnington,  the  honest 
veteran,  for  George  revels  (excuse  this  awful 
pun)  in  his  seventy-third  year,  replied, 
"  Why  yes  it  is,  no  it  aint,  Master  Percy 
Hamilton  ;  why  how  well  you  do  look !  Mrs. 
Foster,"     addressing    himself    to  a  buxom 
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blooming  widow,  "  you  have  heard  your 
poor  departed  husband  talk  of  this  young 
gentleman ;  he  and  his  companions  at  Don- 
nington  were  wild  audacious  chaps." 

The  landlady  then  most  hospitably  invited 
me  into  the  snug  bar,  but  I  pleaded  haste, 
and  my  anxiety  to  see  the  haunts  of  my  early 
days. 

u  Great  changes,  Master  Percy;"  for  old 
George  would  still  call  me  master,  though 
nearly  fifty  winters  had  passed  over  my 
head.  "  Sad  work  this  rail,"  proceeded 
Revell,  as  we  walked  along  the  high  street, 
and,  finding  a  congenial  spirit,  the  worthy 
ostler  anathematized  the  boiling  water  system 
to  an  alarming  extent — "  See  what  it  has 
done  for  our  town." 

"  Done  for  your  town,"  I  echoed. 

"  Nothing  stirring,"  he  continued;  "now 
and  then  a  pair  wanted  for  a  pic-nic  at  High- 
clere:  ah,  we  shall  never  look  upon  old 
times  again." 
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"  Why  what  has  become  of  Polly  Brown, 
the  pastrycook,  and  her  shop  ?"  I  inquired, 
as  I  recognised  the  small  tenement  she  had 
formerly  occupied,  with  a  different-coloured 
name  over  the  door — that  of  White,  tailor. 

"  Oh  she's  alive  and  well,  and  is  now  in 
the  alms-houses  ;  a  wonderful  woman  for  her 
age,  past  seventy-five,  and  strong  enough  to 
walk  to  Speen  church  every  Sunday." 

The  counter  upon  which  in  former  times 
buns,  cakes,  biscuits,  dried  fruits,  tartlets, 
cherry  brandy,  barley  sugar,  jellies,  custards, 
and  ices  were  exposed,  was  now  covered  with 
livery  waistcoats,  measures,  bo)^'  habili- 
ments, and  gentlemen's  garments.  '*  And 
Miss  Bew's  Magasin  des  Modes  is,  I  see,  con- 
verted into  a  mealman's  shop." 

"  She's  dead,  poor  creature,"  responded 
Revell;  "  and  Randall,  too,  the  jeweller's, 
where  you  young  gentlemen  used  to  lounge, 
lie's  dead — there's  the  house  now  converted 
into  a  bonnet  maker's." 

"  But  where  is  Mayo's  library?" 
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"  Gone,  too  ;  it  is  now  a  fishmonger's." 
And  I  sighed  as  I  looked  on  a  barrel  of  red 
herrings,  a  kit  of  pickled  salmon,  a  few  crabs, 
oysters,  and  some  Ken  net  eels,  which  occu- 
pied the  shelves  formerly  devoted  to  works 
of  history,  fiction,  maps,  prints,  and  sta- 
tionery. 

As  the  train  was  shortly  to  leave,  I  parted 
with  my  cicerone,  old  George  Revell,  and 
proceeded  to  the  alms-houses.  Upon  inquiry 
for  Miss  Polly  Brown,  I  was  informed  that 
she  resided  there,  but  that  she  had  just 
walked  up  to  see  her  sister  in  a  neighbour- 
ing street.  Upon  reaching  the  residence  of 
the  elder  Miss  Brown,  for  both  sisters  still 
enjoy  single  blessedness,  I  found  that  lady 
at  the  door.  On  mentioning  my  name, 
telling  her  that  I  had  known  her  sister  some 
six-and-thirty  years  ago,  and  that  as  I  was 
in  the  town,  I  could  not  pass  the  door  with- 
out once  more  shaking  her  by  the  hand,  she 
immediately  begged  I  would  walk  into  her 
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small  but  tidy  apartment.  "  Only  think, 
Polly !  Mr.  Percy  Hamilton  has  called  to  see 
you." 

"Mr.    Percy!"   exclaimed  the  good  old 

creature,  holding  out  both   her  hands,  and 

grasping  me  with  a  fervour  that  proved  the 

welcome   came  from  her  heart.      "  I  am  so 

happy  to  see  you ;  I  often  talk  of  you,  and 

read  of  you  in  the  papers;  oh   dear,    I   am 

so  happy !"   and   she  burst   into   a  flood  of 

tears.     After  thanking  me  for  my  visit,  her 

memory  seemed  to  be  as  fresh  as  it  was  in 

earlier  days,  for  she  continued  "  Poor  Lord 

Heythrop,  he  was  killed  at  Quatre  Bras ;  and 

Horace  Beaufort,  I  saw  him  the  year  after 

he  left  Donnington.      And  you — oh  I  am 

so  happy   to  see  you  !     What   a  wild   little 

fellow  you  were !  what  pranks  you  did  play  ! 

Do  you  remember  the  trouble  you  got  into 

about  the  hacks?     I've  got  the  very  cane 

that  big  boy  bought  to  chastise  you  with — 

1  told  him  it  was  a  shame  to  strike  so  little 

3n 
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a  boy,  for  you  were  very  tiny  and  weak  then  : 
I  would  not  part  with  that  cane  if  I  were 
starving.  Well  here  am  I,  not  what  I  was, 
but  happy — in  good  health,  too,  thank 
Heaven.  I  go  to  the  old  church  every 
Sunday — you  don't  forget  Miss   Wilmot — " 

The  clock  now  warned  me  that  it  was 
time  to  take  leave  of  my  old  friend ;  I  shook 
her  cordially  by  the  hand,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  was  seated  in  the  railway  carriage 
on  my  return  to  London. 

I  have  digressed  to  give  my  readers  a 
little  insight  to  Newbury  as  it  now  is;  and 
must  retrace  my  steps  to  that  period  when 
I  first  left  it  to  join  the  army  in  Spain. 

The  coach  was  at  the  door  of  the  Pelican 
as  I  returned  from  taking  leave  of  my  friends ; 
and,  after  an  agreeable  journey,  we  drove  up 
to  the  White  Horse  Cellar.  A  hackney 
coach  soon  conveyed  me  to  the  old  family 
town  mansion,  where  I  found  my  uncle 
ready  to  receive  me,  prepared  with  a  carte 
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blanche  to  procure  whatever  was  requisite 
for  foreign  service.  "  I  am  sorry,"  said 
this  kind-hearted  relative,  "  that  you  have 
not  time  to  visit  your  parents  in  Ireland. 
The  ship  sails  in  ten  days,  so  we  shall  not 
have  too  much  time  to  spare.  Marsland 
dines  here  to-day,  and  will  put  you  in  the 
way  of  getting  your  horses  and  fit  out." 

The  first  week  of  my  stay  in  London  was 
devoted  to  horse-dealers,  camp-equipage 
and  military-accoutrement  makers,  saddlers, 
tailors;  but  during  that  period  I  still  found 
time  to  think  of  Mary  Wilmot :  I  often  fan- 
cied I  caught  a  glimpse  of  her  in  some  pass- 
ing carriage,  and  was  as  often  disappointed. 

"  You  must  attend  the  Commander-in- 
Chief's  levee  to-morrow,"  said  my  uncle ; 
"  and  I  will  present  you  to  the  Prince  Re- 
gent on  Wednesday." 

"  I  shall  be  delighted,"  I  responded ;  highly 
pleased  at  the  idea  of  appearing  in  uniform 
for  the  first  time. 
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At  eleven  o'clock  upon  the  following 
morning,  I  found  myself  at  the  Horse 
Guards,  in  a  large  room  full  of  military- 
looking  men,  all  anxious  to  put  forth  their 
respective  claims  for  active  service.  Upon 
looking  over  the  list,  the  very  first  name 
that  attracted  my  attention  was  that  of 
Colonel  Stafford,  and,  upon  turning  round, 
I  found  myself  immediately  facing  him. 
He  politely  accosted  me,  reminding  me 
of  the  day  we  had  met  by  the  covert's 
side,  and  as  Mary's  assurance  had  com- 
pletely driven  every  feeling  of  jealousy 
from  my  mind,  I  was  delighted  to  have 
so  favourable  an  opportunity  of  ascertaining 
the  movements  of  her  family. 

"You  will  be  happy  to  hear  that  our 
friend,  Dr.  Wilmot,  has  been  appointed 
chaplain  to  the  Duke  of  York,"  said  the 
Colonel.  "  If  you  go  to  the  levee  to-morrow, 
you  will  probably  see  him." 

I  was  all  anxiety  to  carry  on  the   con- 
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versation,  when,  unluckily,  my  uncle's  name 
and  my  own  were  called  out,  and  we  were 
ushered  into  the  presence  of  the  Com- 
mander-in-Chief. I  had  scarcely  time  to 
recover  my  scattered  senses,  before  the 
good-humoured  Duke  addressed  me  in  the 
most  affable  manner,  complimenting  me 
upon  the  zealous  anxiety  I  had  evinced 
to  join  the  army  abroad. 

Upon  leaving  his  Royal  Highness's  pre- 
sence, I  again  sought  Colonel  Stafford,  and 
was  about  to  put  a  leading  question,  which 
he  seemed  to  anticipate,  for  he  at  once  in- 
formed me  that  Mary  Wilmot  was  still  at 
Brighton,  but  that  she  was  expected  in  town 
the  following  day,  to  attend  the  Prince  Re- 
gent's ball  at  Carlton  House,  the  appoint- 
ment her  father  had  received  having  enti- 
tled her  to  this  distinction.  "  There  are 
two  difficulties  in  the  way,"  continued  my 
former  rival ;  "  Miss  Wilmot  has  been 
rather   unwell  lately,    and  the  Doctor  will 
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not  permit  her  to  go  under  any  chaperonage 
except  that  of  her  aunt,  Lady  Milsom." 

Before  I  had  time  to  make  any  further 
inquiry,  my  uncle  approached,  and  reminded 
me  of  an  appointment  I  had  made  with 
Stulz  to  try  on  my  uniforms. 

The  ball  referred  to  was  to  take  place  on 
the  following  Thursday,  the  day  previously 
to  the  one  appointed  for  my  departure  from 
London  ;  and  anxious  once  more  to  see,  and 
truth  compels  me  to  admit,  to  be  seen  by 
my  charmer,  I  urgently  requested  my  uncle 
to  get  me  an  invitation  to  it.  "  1  am  to 
have  the  honour  of  meeting  the  Prince  lie- 
gent  at  dinner  to  day,  at  Hertford  House, 
and  I  will  speak  to  Blomfield  on  the  subject." 

With  this  friendly  assurance,  I  passed  the 
rest  of  the  day  in  hopeful  anticipations  ; 
and  my  anxiety  was  removed  after  the  levee 
on  the  following  morning,  by  a  card  being 
placed  in  my  hands  from  the  Lord 
Chamberlain,  inviting  me  to  the  wished-for 
fete. 
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To  those  who  are  about  to  absent  them- 
selves from  their  native  land,  to  part  with  the 
friends  of  their  childhood,  to  quit  the  scenes 
familiar  to  their  youth,  and  to  leave  behind 
ties  of  a  tender  nature,  there  is  nothing  more 
depressing  or  painful  than  the  thought  that  in 
a  few  brief  hours  every  moment  will  increase 
the  distance  between  them  and  the  objects 
of  their  affection.  It  was  under  this  feeling 
that  I  began  to  dress  for  the  ball  upon  the 
last  evening  I  was  to  pass  in  England. 

Colonel  Marsland,  who  was  still  suffering 
from  the  effect  of  his  wounds,  but  who  was 
too  brave  a  soldier  to  remain  at  home  when 
his  services  were  required  abroad,  had  left 
London  early,  intending  to  stay  the  night 
with  some  friends  at  Salisbury,  where  I  was 
to  join  him  the  following  day,  and  proceed 
together  to  Plymouth.  Anxious,  in  Mary's 
absence,  to  avoid  the  direct  road  through 
Newbury,  I  had  with  some  little  manoeuvring 
induced  my  companion  to  take  the  Salisbury 
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line,  and  his  parting  injunction  to  me  was, 
"punctuality  to  my  appointment." 

Ten  o'clock  struck,  my  toilet  was  com- 
pleted, and  I  entered  my  uncle's  carriage  to 
convey  us  to  the  most  splendid  entertain- 
ment of  that  or  any  other  season.  After 
making  my  bow  to  "  the  Princely  Guelph," 
who  received  me  most  courteously,  and  who 
gave  a  smile  of  satisfaction,  as  he  in  the 
most  artistical  manner  noted  my  admirably- 
cut  uniform  and  well  put  on  appointments, 
I  took  my  station  near  the  door,  so  as  to 
watch  the  entrance  of  every  guest.  Mid- 
night had  arrived,  and  Mary  Wilmot  had 
not  made  her  appearance.  "  Can  illness  be 
the  cause?"  thought  I,  and  the  reflection  was 
almost  maddening.  Supper  was  now  an- 
nounced, and,  as  I  was  about  to  take  leave  of 
a  scene  so  brilliant,  and  yet  to  me  so  mise- 
rable, Colonel  Stafford  approached  me — 
"  You  are  surely  not  going  away  so  early," 
said  he,  as  I,  broken  down  in  spirit,    had 
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faintly  wished  him  good-night.  "  You 
must  at  least  drink  one  bumper  of  the  Re- 
gent's champagne  punch  to  the  health  of 
my  intended." 

"  Intended  !  "  I  echoed. 

"  I  see,"  he  continued,  "  Miss  Wilmot 
has  kept  my  secret." 

"  Miss  Wilmot !  "  I  repeated.  Then  see- 
ing the  agonizing  suspense  I  was  in,  the 
Colonel  hastened  to  inform  me  of  his  ap- 
proaching nuptials  with  a  young  lady  in 
Berkshire,  a  friend  of  the  Wilmots ;  this 
accounted,  then,  for  the  rumour  which  had 
reached  me,  of  Mary's  marriage,  and  which 
had  cost  me  so  severe  a  pang  of  jealousy. 

"Poor  Miss  Wilmot  is  sadly  disap- 
pointed," he  proceeded ;  "  she  came  up  from 
Brighton  yesterday,  expressly  for  the  ball, 
when  a  letter  this  morning,  announcing  the 
sudden  illness  of  her  aunt  Rachel,  com- 
pelled her  to  return  home." 

"  How  unfortunate!  "  I  exclaimed,  and  a 
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train  of  thoughts  rushed  through  my 
brain — had  I  kept  to  the  original  inten- 
tion of  proceeding  by  the  direct  road,  I 
might  have  again  seen  my  charmer — 
all  my  schemes  and  designs  had  ended 
in  the  deepest  vexation,  and  most  bitter 
disappointment.  For  a  few  moments,  I 
turned  over  in  my  mind  whether  it  would 
be  possible  to  take  Newbury  on  my  way  to 
Salisbury  ;  the  expense  of  a  chaise  and  four 
would  have  been  no  obstacle  to  me  in  the 
state  of  infatuation  in  which  I  was;  one  feel- 
ing alone  predominated — my  promise  to  pro- 
ceed by  the  five  o'clock  morning  coach  to 
Salisbury,  to  meet  my  gallant  friend  Col. 
Marsland,  who  had  so  kindly  yielded  to  my 
solicitations  in  changing  the  route.  Having 
now  determined  to  keep  my  engagement, 
and  having  in  some  degree  recovered  my 
self-possession,  I  was  easily  led  by  my  new 
friend  and  former  rival  into  the  supper- 
room,  which  was  laid  out  in  a  manner  wor- 
thy of  the  modern  Sardanapalus. 
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"Miss  Wilmot,"  said  Stafford,  "talked 
to  my  intended  in  the  highest  terms  of 
your  kindness." 

I  pledged  a  bumper  to  the  fiancee,  which 
was  speedily  followed  by  one  to  Mary  ;  and, 
after  a  most  interesting  conversation  about 
the  inmates  of  the  rectory,  I  shook  the 
Colonel  by  the  hand,  and  took  my  leave. 

As  I  left  the  courtyard  of  Carlton  house, 
for  the  first  time  the  sentries  carried  arms 
to  me,  and  I  had  scarcely  returned  the 
compliment  when  I  came  in  contact  with  a 
young  man  of  about  six-and-twenty  years 
of  age,  whose  face  was  not  unknown  to 
me,  and  who  was  gazing  at  the  departure 
of  the  guests  by  the  brilliant  gas-lights  then 
lately  introduced. 

"What  my  young  friend  of  Jacksonian 
memory ! "  he  exclaimed,  as  he  extended 
his  hand;  "you  don't  forget  the  set-to  with 
my  corporeal  pastor  in  Bond-street."  For 
a  moment  I  reflected,  and  then  remembered 
1  was  in  the  presence  of  Byron. 
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After  a  friendly  greeting,  in  which  I  in- 
formed him  that  I  was  about  to  join  the  army 
in  the  south  of  France,  he  proceeded  in  a 
most  joyous  humour— "  What !  just  come 
from  the  ball?  How  is  the  Sybarite?  I 
fear  the  waltz,  not  mine  I  vow — may  I  be 
sunburnt  if  I  wrote  a  line  of  it.  'Thou 
ghost  of  Queensbury ! '  and  that  unfortu- 
nate rhapsody  of  the  Devil's  drive — 

"  I  have  a  state  coach  at  Carlton  House, 
A  chariot  at  Seymour  Place  ; 
But  they're  lent  to  two  friends,  who  make  me  amends, 
By  driving  my  favourite  pace" — 

has  entirely  ruined  me  at  court.  But  you 
must  come  to  my  lodgings;  I  have  not 
dined  for  two  days,  and  a  glass  of  Bucellas 
will  set  me  up."  After  some  conversation, 
it  was  arranged  that  I  should  go  home  to 
doff  my  military  gear,  and  then  proceed 
to  the  poet's  residence,  Bennet-street,  St. 
James's. 

To  describe  the  four  hours  I  passed  in 
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Byron's  society  upon  this  occasion  requires 
an  abler  pen  than  mine ;  suffice  it  to  say, 
he  was  in  the  wildest  flow  of  spirits.  The 
"  Bride  of  Abydos  "  and  "  The  Corsair,"  had 
appeared  within  a  few  weeks,  and  had  pro- 
duced upon  the  mind  of  the  public  a  sensa- 
tion well  calculated  to  elate  a  being  less 
excitable  than  the  noble  bard.  There  was 
no  subject  upon  which  Byron  did  not 
descant — the  senate,  in  which  he  had  made 
his  third  and  last  appearance  in  the  cha- 
racter of  an  orator — the  stage,  where  he 
expatiated  upon  the  brilliant  powers  of 
Cooke,  Kemble,  Siddons,  and  Kean,  who 
had  lately  created  a  furore  in  Richard  the 
Third — the  prize  ring,  where  he  introduced 
anecdotes  of  Jackson,  Tom  Cribb,  and  the 
fistic  community  —  poetry  —  "  no  more 
rhymes  for  me,"  said  he,  with  one  of  his 
most  winning  smiles  ;  "  I'll  mountebank  it 
no  longer ;  better  eat  fire  at  Greenwich  fair 
than  be  pointed  at  as  one  of  the  scribbling 
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crew :  my  jaded  Pegasus  is  fairly  broken 
down,  and  must  be  turned  out  for  life. 
From  poetry  lie  turned  to  other  walks  of  liter- 
ature, uttering  some  pungent  tirade  against 
the  De  Stael  and  the  "  blues  " — an  eulogy 
upon  Sheridan  and  Rogers—  a  biting  sarcasm 
against  the  envenomed  critics  of  that  day,  or 
a  playful  remark  upon  some  Cynthia  of  the 
passing  hour. 

The  hours  had  glided  so  rapidly  away, 
that  I  was  not  aware  it  was  time  to  take 
my  leave  until  the  sonorous  tone  of  the 
watchman  reminded  me  that  it  was  half-past 
four  o'clock,  and  a  cloudy  morning.  In  a 
quarter  of  an  hour,  my  trusty  servant  called 
for  me  in  a  hackney  coach,  and,  taking  leave 
of  Byron  I  lost  no  time  in  proceeding  to  the 
White  Horse  Cellar.  Here,  the  well-ap- 
pointed team  was  waiting,  and,  mounting 
the  box,  I  was  soon  on  my  road  to  Salisbury. 

Reaching  that  ancient  city  at  the  ap- 
pointed  hour,  I  found  Colonel  Marsland's 
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carriage  ready  at  the  door  of  the  inn.  In 
less  than  two  minutes  I  was  seated  by  his 
side,  and  away  we  went  at  the  rate  of  ten 
miles  an  hour  toward  Devizes.  With  good 
horses,  a  light  carriage,  willing  post-boys, 
and  liberal  payments,  we  arrived  at  Taun- 
ton, where  beds  were  ordered,  before  mid- 
night. 

At  six  o'clock  the  following  morning,  we 
were  in  the  carriage,  and,  as  we  drove 
through  the  town,  a  portion  of  a  large  posting- 
bill  attracted  my  attention ;  in  the  hasty 
view  I  took  of  it,  the  only  words  I  could 
make  out  were  — "  Theatre,  Taunton — For 
the  benefit  of  Mr.  Parker  and  Miss  Bell,  the 
Vestris  and  Parisot  of  the  day."  This 
remnant  of  the  former  winter's  performance 
was  embellished  with  coloured  vignettes, 
encircling  out-lines  of  harlequins,  colum- 
bines, sylphides,  fairies,  dancing  girls,  and 
hornpipe-executing  sailors,  and  brought 
Celine  back  to  my  mind.     The  conversation 
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of  my  companion  soon  recalled  me  to  my 
senses,  and,  after  a  prosperous  journey,  we 
reached  Plymouth.  Here  we  found  the 
Captain's  coxswain  of  the  frigate  in  which 
we  were  to  take  our  passage,  in  waiting. 

"  The  baggage  is  all  on  board,  your 
honour,"  said  he,  "  and  the  boat  is  in  Stone- 
house  Pool."  We  now  hurried  to  it,  the 
sailors  having  previously  stowed  away  the 
few  things  we  had  brought  with  us  in  the 
carriage. 

"  Nice  breeze  from  the  eastward,"  re- 
marked the  weather-beaten  tar,  as  we  stepped 
into  the  boat.  In  a  short  time,  we  were 
alongside  the  frigate  which  was  lying  to  in 
the  Sound ;  ascending  the  gangway,  we 
were  most  kindly  received  by  the  captain  on 
the  quarter-deck,  and  in  a  few  moments  the 
Vixen  was  rounding  Penlee  Point,  at  the 
rate  of  ten  knots  an  hour. 
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